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Witch's Hazel 


by colormints 


Summary 


Kristin moved, pushing Tommy behind her and shouting for a spell to create a defensive 
shield to cover them before Tommy even saw the bright beam appear in front of them. 


With a deafening bang, the light crashed into the shield and exploded around them. 


Wide eyed, Tommy stared at his mother's back, taking his hands from where he reflexively 
pushed them over his ringing ears. "What—" 


"Stay behind me!" Kristin didn't take her eyes off the origin of the spell, her hands ready to 
cast another shield. 


An icy cold settled around his pounding heart as he realized what was happening. 


They were being attacked. 


After a mysterious attacker leaves Tommy and his mother injured and cursed, the Watson 
family has to learn how to return to some sense of normalcy. Upon arriving back at 
Winterleigh Academy, Tommy tries hard to distract himself from his own guilt and failing 
eyes but instead only learns more and more about his family's past until he can't help but 
wonder if the person that attacked them is part of something much bigger.. 


The Watsons 


Chapter Notes 


See the end of the chapter for notes 


Tubbo once said Tommy's family was a bit overwhelming to be around. 


Not in a bad way, he had stressed. Just in a way where one had to get used to the chaos, the 
noise level and the sheer amount of things happening all at once whenever the whole Watson 
family was gathered in the same room. 


Tommy had thought that was ridiculous. He always recalled how rarely it ever really got 
loud, how, with just one look of an eye, everyone would quiet down and resume their 
activities in a way that would be calming to anyone. How Tommy always thought the noise, a 
mix of laughter, chatter and music, was rather homely and comforting. He didn't get how one 
could ever consider them overwhelming. 


Now, though, sitting at the dinner table with his loudly laughing parents and bickering 
brothers, with plates and a singular salt shaker floating around him, the piano in the next 
room playing a waltz loudly by itself, a cat unexpectedly passing between his feet, and his 
dad's pet crow trying to steal food directly from his fork, Tommy thought he might finally 
understand what his best friend had meant. 


It was just so different from dinner at the academy. 


It had never really occurred to him before but now, a month after the new school year had 
started and Tommy spent all of his time away from home on school grounds, he realized how 
funny it was that dinner with his family was so much more magical than eating at a literal 
school of magic. Then again, Tommy wasn't sure he would enjoy a couple hundred teenagers 
using their mostly mediocre abilities to mess with people's food each night anyway. It 
sounded like he would never get to eat anything at all that way and like people would just end 
up at the nurse's office more often than really necessary. Maybe there was some validity to 
certain school policies after all. 


Safety guidelines did not apply to the Watsons' home though. 


For nearly as long as Tommy could recall — ever since Kristin and Phil adopted him — 
magic had just been really.. fun! 


That doesn't mean their parents wouldn't tell the boys off for doing reckless or dangerous 
things, with or without magic being involved, but unlike some places and families Tommy's 
been to, the Watsons always used spells, enchantments and sigils, just because. 


"Because it's fun," his mum had said once. 


"Because you kids should be able to enjoy and learn to appreciate your abilities," his dad had 
continued. "They are a part of you." 


It's been seven years since then and nothing had changed in that regard. It was a comforting 
constant in their family life. Maybe one could even call it a tradition for them to laugh and 
bicker and use their magic for shenanigans whenever they were together. 


Tommy absolutely loved it. 


So, yes, while he could see why other people might consider his family to be overwhelming 
to be around, he was only ever overwhelmed with homesickness because of how much he 
would miss them whenever he couldn't visit for a couple weeks in a row. 


After over a year at the academy, he knew he should be over that by now and should be 
patient enough to be okay with not seeing his parents and Wilbur for a while. He was a big 
man after all and totally could live on his own if he really wanted to of course. 


But he just loved them too much. 


Ugh, don't let Wilbur hear that. Disgusting. Terrible. Cringy. Wouldn't ever let me live that 
down. 


"Hey, Tommy!" Speak of the devil. "You know you look constipated when you're in 
thought?" 


Tommy looked up from his plate that was still unnecessarily floating in the air instead of 
standing on the table a couple inches below. He glared at Wilbur who grinned at him from 
across said table, holding a wine glass in one hand and resting his chin on the other. 
"Thinking about your ugly face just made me feel sick." 


"Aww, you were thinking of me?" Wilbur cooed in a sickly sweet tone. "Already missing me, 
huh?" 


"Go die," Tommy responded, flipping his brother off and returning to his plate just to realize 
the damn crow stole half his steak while he wasn't looking. J swear to god I will kill that 
fucking bird one day. 


"Tommy." 


He glanced up again, seeing his mother's playfully scolding look. He threw up his arms in 
defense. (If he nearly stabbed that damn bird peeking over his shoulder in the head it really 
was its own fault if we're being completely honest here, okay?) "But Mum, tell me Wilbur 
didn't deserve that!" 


"Well, I'm not saying he didn't —" 
"Mum!" 
"— but you know what your father and I think of death threats at the dinner table." 


Tommy glanced to his right where his father was sitting and nodding along. He caught his 
eyes and quickly swallowed the food in his mouth. "Listen to your mother, Toms." 


The boy just huffed and turned back to his plate, even emptier than before. 
Wilbur stuck out his tongue at him. 
Tommy tried kicking him under the table. 


"Ow!" Techno let go of his fork and reached under the table to rub at his shin. "What'd I do? 
Don't get me involved in your shit." 


Wilbur chuckled. "You should've been involved the second he called my face ugly 
considering you have the same one. However ugly I may be, you're going down with me, 
Tech." Wilbur reached over to his twin and poked a finger at his cheek. 


"Why are you doing this to me?" 


"Actually," Tommy interrupted, eyeing his brothers with an analytic look in his eyes. "Techno 
still wins. The scars over one cheek?" He shook his head dramatically. "Man, they make him 
look so much cooler and more badass than you, Wilbur, I'm sorry. Besides, you could never 
rock that pink hair as he does. It just wouldn't suit you.” 


"Your words kind of sound like you're complimenting me but I don't really feel like they were 
intended like that," Techno murmured before locking his gaze on the salt shaker floating in 
the air, mumbling a short spell under his breath to pull it through the air until it landed easily 
in his hand. 


Tommy couldn't help but giggle at Wilbur's face while he was watching Techno nonchalantly 
salt his roasted vegetables. Tommy could hear his dad sigh next to him. 


A short pause. 
"That was intentional." 


“Man, Wilbur, can't a guy salt his dinner in peace? Or was I just supposed to eat my food 
unsalted? Our adoption anniversary celebratory dinner? Unsalted?" Techno sighed 
dramatically. "You think you know a person.." 


Wilbur glared first at his twin, then at Tommy, and back at Techno. "Listen here, just because 
I'm the only one in this family who doesn't have any magical abilities does not mean I can't 
shank you in your sleep—" 


"Mum!" Tommy sat up excitedly, pointing an accusatory finger at Wilbur. "Mum, Wilbur said 
he'll kill us!" 


Kristin was laughing behind her hand. 
Phil just sighed again. "Wilbur.." 


“Don't act like you wouldn't do the same in my place, Dad!" Wilbur's eyes lit up. "Or should 
we unpack all the people that you killed, mhm?" 


Phil nodded slowly. "I think we should all just continue this dinner in silence." 


"Oh, Wil's right, though!" Tommy nudged his father in the side. "I'm also curious. Did you 
actually kill someone? Did they deserve it? Did you use magic to do it or—" 


"One more word about killing anyone from any of your mouths, and you three are the ones 
on my hitlist, do you understand?" 


Tommy could see the light twitch in the corner of his lips. 
Techno groaned. "Why am / getting involved? I didn't even do anything." 


Wilbur threw an arm over his brother's shoulder. "We two just come as a package deal, 
beloved brother whom I will miss so dearly when he leaves for school again. Until then 
you're stuck with me and my bullshit." 


Another groan. "Oh, kill me." 


"What did I just say?!" 


A bit over an hour later, dinner's leftovers had been prepared in lunchboxes for the three boys 
the next day and the dishes had been put in the dishwasher or cleaned and dried by hand (the 
twins made Tommy do it, saying it was their anniversary so they wouldn't have to do 
anything, and, while annoyed, he really couldn't argue with that if he wanted to be able to 
demand equal treatment on his anniversary). 


Tommy just finished feeding his pet spider — his familiar — Shroud who had been waiting 
for its dinner in the safety of the terrarium in Tommy's room instead of joining them at the 
table because he didn't get along well with Phil's or Wilbur's pets. He watched until the spider 
had eaten, wished it an early good night and climbed back down the stairs to find his father 
and the twins in the living room. 


Wilbur was relaxing on the armrest of the couch, gently playing the guitar, Techno sitting on 
the ground in front of him, his head casually leaned against Wilbur's leg. His eyes were 
closed as he tapped his fingers on the ground to the rhythm of the melody. Phil was sitting in 
an armchair, his crow, Yataga, resting on his lap while Phil was quietly petting him. 


It was peaceful. 


Funny how quickly this family turned their chaos to something this calm, Tommy thought as 
he jumped over the back of the couch to sit next to Wilbur and listen to the soft strumming as 
well. 


He sighed contently. 


Tommy wouldn't admit it out loud but he always thought Wilbur was a great musician. After 
he had finished school the year prior, he had decided he didn't want to go to a university — at 
least not yet, he had assured their parents — and instead pursue his dream of doing music. He 
had founded a band, Lovejoy, with some of his friends a couple years ago and now finally 
wanted to become more professional, write more songs and publish albums and maybe go on 
tour one day. 


And boy, if Tommy wasn't their biggest fan. 


He just adored every single one of the songs and enjoyed it more than anything whenever he 
was allowed to watch the band practice. He actually wore a little blue armband with their 
band name on it, that the members had handed out as promotion for their newest EP some 
time ago, almost every single day. 


Not that Tommy would admit that to Wilbur's face. No. Definitely not. Not if he still had 
some sort of dignity. He would rather die. 


He closed his eyes, following the pattern of Wilbur's fingers on the strings in his head. He 
hummed along. 


This was perfect. 


A couple of minutes passed when he finally heard his mum coming down the stairs, too. He 
peeked over the back of the couch to find her wearing a coat and putting on shoes in the 
hallway. Tommy blinked. 


"Where are you going?" 
Kristin looked up from tying her shoes. "Ice cream." 
Tommy just raised a questioning eyebrow at her. 


"I crave ice cream," she repeated, "but we don't have any so I wanted to quickly go to the 
next gas station and get some." She smiled at Tommy. "You wanna come along?" 


Tommy jumped up, nearly falling over his own feet, startling Wilbur and earning himself a 
glare as his older brother missed a note. "Hell yeah!" 


Kristin laughed and clapped her hands together. "Then up and get your jacket quickly so we 
can leave these boring old men to themselves." 


Tommy chuckled and quickly ran up the stairs while he heard his brothers complain 
indignantly. 


"So Tubbo decided to adopt that pig together with Ranboo and now they raise it as their son! 
And I was like—" Tommy made a loud questioning noise that made his mother grin. "Why 
did he want that pig in the first place? I mean there were so many much cooler options! And 
then they also treat it as a child and it makes no fucking sense! It's not even a familiar!" He 
sighed dramatically, swinging the bag filled with various tubs of ice cream in his hand as the 
two were walking back from the gas station. "And most importantly, why didn't Tubbo ask 
me if I maybe also wanted to adopt that stupid pig together with him, huh?! I would be a 
much better dad than Ranboo." 


"Well, I'm glad he didn't because I am not sure your father could handle becoming a Grandpa 
quite yet," Kristin commented in a serious tone but with a smirk on her face, "And I'd rather 
for you to finish school first, get a stable job.." 


Tommy bumped into her side. "But Ranboo out of all people?! You haven't met him but he 
can't even remember when dinner starts half of the time. That guy is a mess, I tell you! Not 
suited to be a father, like, ever!" 


Kristin hummed. "Because you or Tubbo are so responsible and grown-up yourselves, huh?" 


“T'll have you know I am in fact the biggest and most adult man you have ever met." He stuck 
his tongue out at her. "Oh—" He excitedly took her arm with his free hand. "Tubbo said he 
would ask his dad if he can spend the Halloween weekend at our place!" 


"Isn't it a bit early to plan for that already?" 


"You can never plan too early for Halloween, Mum!" He jumped over a crack in the asphalt 
as they crossed a street. "Everything needs to be perfect!" 


They passed a group of teenagers who were sitting on the stairs of an old building, smoking 
cigarettes and showing off harmless spells to each other, filling the space around them with 
small lights and melodies. Two women were walking their dogs and familiars on the other 
side of the road. 


"You know that Techno won't be home for Halloween, right?" 


Tommy stopped in his tracks for a short moment before catching up with his mother again. 
"What? Why not?!" He frowned. "But it's Halloween! He's got to be here!" 


Kristin gave him an apologetic look before linking her arm with his. "Well, he decided he 
wants to play the first violin at the Halloween concert this year so he'll be at school for that," 
she answered. "I'm sure he will join us the day after, though." 


"That sucks." 


"Mhm, just imagine how I feel knowing you guys will all move out one day and I'll only have 
Phil to spend Halloween with again. He always fell asleep on the couch before midnight after 


two drinks back before we had kids. I can't even imagine going back to that ever again." She 
nudged Tommy's side. "But at least I'll have your company for a couple years more, huh?" 


Tommy huffed a laugh. "Yeah sure, I'm not going anywhere! Worst case scenario, I'm just not 
moving out ever!" 


"Oh!" Kristin's eyes lit up before ruffling Tommy's hair. "I like that!" 


It's been a while since the last ttme Tommy and Kristin had the opportunity to do anything 
with just the two of them alone. Usually at least one of the others, Wilbur more often than 
not, would tag along and while Tommy didn't mind it, he was sometimes craving the 
attention his parents, and especially Kristin, would give him whenever they were alone. He 
could be excited over small things, talk about boring interests and dumb things his friends 
were up to at school and boast about small successes and average grades without feeling self- 
concious about it in front of his brothers who loved to tease him and point out how childish 
he was. Tommy loved them a lot and he knew they were just messing with him but 
sometimes it was just too much. 


So now that he was walking along the darkening streets with just his mum and was able to 
just chat and rant and talk on and on for a while and see his mother nod and agree as she 
listened attentively, he was thrilled. And luckily, Kristin didn't comment on how Tommy was 
very clearly walking slower than usual to prolong their walk home but instead just matched 
her pace with his. 


Eventually, they reached the entrance of a large park that they often used as a shortcut and 
followed the familiar pathway lined by a forest of tall trees inside. 


It was quiet here. 


Unlike the streets outside of this area where people were always around at night — city roads 
this close to London were never empty — the absence of functional street lights kept most 
people from entering the park after sunset, making it the perfect place to gather one's 
thoughts or simply run and jump around, trying to catch the lights of your parents' spells like 
Tommy had done all the time when he was younger. 


Before Kristin could raise her hand for a spell to illuminate the dark path, Tommy turned to 
stand in front of her, holding her arm in place. He could barely keep himself from hopping on 
the spot as he beamed at her. "Let me do it, please?" 


Kristin stopped and blinked at him for a second before tilting her head with a curious smile. 
"Sure! Go ahead, Tommy." 


The boy nodded excitedly and raised a closed fist in front of his mouth. "Tubbo showed me 
this one!" He closed his eyes and took a deep breath. "Brille, petite luciole," he whispered. 


The moment the spell left his lips, a warm glow started emitting from within his fist and as he 
opened his eyes and hand again, he revealed a small light hovering just above his palm. 


Tommy made a triumphant noise and grinned at his mum who was looking at him with 
adoration, her eyes reflecting the glow of the light. "See! Isn't that awesome?" He carefully 
pushed his hand up before pulling it away and leaving the spell floating in the air in front of 
them. "It's french! Fancy, innit? I have no idea where Tubbo picks up these spells but he 
showed me how to do it last week and it was actually really easy!" 


"Wow!" Kristin's eyes followed the light as it flew higher into the air, awe on her face, before 
looking back at her son. "That is amazing, Tommy! And really pretty as well!" She gently 
nudged his side before linking their arms once again. "You've been working really hard, huh? 
I'm very proud of you." 


Tommy could feel his chest grow warm as he couldn't help but grin while Kristin pulled him 
along to continue their way underneath the trees, his tiny light leading the way despite barely 
lighting up the ground in front of them any more than the crescent moon was able to through 
the branches above. 


Tommy fucking sucked at spell casting. 


While that wasn't something Tommy liked to admit to just anyone, it also wasn't a secret. He 
had always been bad at this type of magic. 


There have been many theories on why exactly he might have had these difficulties, most of 
which involved long and serious talks with professionals and trying out wands to see if they 
might help channel his magical energy in a way that would help. But after some time, 
everyone involved agreed that he didn't actually have any issues with his magic in general 
and was indeed perfectly capable of doing enchantments and sigil magic for example. It was 
just active spell casting which gave him trouble. 


And, while unfortunate, Tommy didn't really care too much. Hell, Wilbur didn't have any 
magic at all and so did billions of other people worldwide. If he wouldn't become the greatest 
spellcaster on planet earth, or even just as good as Techno, that wouldn't be the end of the 
world. 


However at the same time, he did have to practice his casting for certain classes at school if 
he didn't want to fail. So throughout the last year, he had studied and practiced spell casting 
more than anything else at school. And even though he was still miles behind most of his 
classmates, he was at least able to pass the theoretical tests without issues. And if he was also 
able to reach a passing grade on one or two practical assignments, he was happy to see his 
hard work pay off. 


Kristin and he walked for a couple minutes in comfortable silence, the only noise being the 
rustling of leaves and the sound of their steps on the concrete path. Tommy breathed in the 
cool air. The nightly smell of wet forest ground and grass tickled his nose. 


The trees made way for a big clearing covered in grass as they reached the center of the park. 
The light of the moon, unobscured by leaves, illuminated the statue of some royalty Tommy 
didn't recognize in the middle of the greenery. Low, well-kept bushes followed along the 
paths around it all. Throughout the day, this was the place where children would play 


together, dogs would run after colorful balls and people would meet up to enjoy nature away 
from the busy city. 


"We should have a picnic here again next time everyone is home," Kristin commented as they 
continued to follow the path. 


"You know Techno will hate it if there are too many other people here, though." 


Kristin hummed. "How about we do it in the evening? We could have you and Phil set up 
some lights, mhm?" She thought for a moment. "We could make some pancakes? What do 
you think?" 


"Pancakes for dinner?" Tommy raised an eyebrow at his mother and smirked. "You crazy 
woman, I'm in!" He swung the bag in his hand with every step. "Maybe I could ask Tubbo to 
come as well?" 


Kristin stopped in her tracks, pulling Tommy whose arm was still intertwined with hers to an 
abrupt halt as well. "Maybe Techno could ask Niki, too, I guess. I mean Wilbur would—" He 
stopped talking. "Mum?" 


She stood still, eyes scanning the edge of the grass field. Her grip on Tommy's arm 
strengthened. Sudden anxiety spiked in his chest. 


The small light above them extinguished. 
For a moment it was pitch black. 
"Mum—" 


Kristin moved, pushing Tommy behind her and shouting for a spell to create a defensive 
shield to cover them before Tommy even saw the bright beam appear in front of them. 


With a deafening bang, the light crashed into the shield and exploded around them. 


Wide eyed, Tommy stared at his mother's back, taking his hands from where he reflexively 
pushed them over his ringing ears. He had accidentally let go of the bag of ice cream in his 
hand. "What—" 


"Stay behind me!" Kristin didn't take her eyes off the origin of the spell, her hands ready to 
cast another shield. 


An icy cold settled around his pounding heart as he realized what was happening. 
They were being attacked. 
Someone was trying to hurt them. 


Someone had waited for the perfect opportunity, away from every other person, in the 
darkness of an empty park to surprise them. 


His mother had saved them from a sudden spell that might have killed them if that's what the 
attacker was out for. 


She was fighting someone. 


The flash of the bright light was still echoing in front of his eyes as he glanced over his 
mother's shoulder with bated breath. It was dead silent. 


A second beam of light appeared and Kristin moved again, her right hand flying up as she 
called for a second barrier while Tommy stumbled back. 


He flinched at the thundering noise but recovered quicker this time, looking up just in time to 
see a Shadowy figure move between the trees. 


The air around him suddenly stung ice cold on his skin. He realized he could see the puffs of 
his quickening breaths in front of him. 


The shadow raised a hand towards them and Tommy felt how his feet stuck to the floor as a 
layer of glowing ice appeared underneath him. The cold crept up his legs and, surprised, he 
stumbled back, landing on the ice with a gasp. 


Kristin broke eye contact with the shadow person to glance over her shoulder for just a 
moment, glaring at the ice starting to cover Tommy's legs. He had never seen her like this, 
lips pressed into a thin line, something like murder — wild protectiveness — in her eyes. 


It terrified him. 


She took a step back and lowered her hand in the direction of the freezing ground without 
fully turning away from the shadow. "Fire breeze,"she commanded and, immediately, a hot 
gust of wind started melting the ice around Tommy’s shoes. 


He quickly tried to push himself back to a stand but the moment his palm touched the 
remaining ice, it painfully clung to his skin. He made a panicked noise as he tried to 
forcefully rip his hand away from the ground. 


Kristin whipped around in Tommy's direction. The person between the trees used the short 
moment of her being distracted to shoot another beam of white light at them. Her eyes flew 
back to the person, creating another barrier. 


This time it broke and part of the spell crashed into Kristin, throwing her back with a pained 
gasp. Her torso was covered in layers of ice that pulsated with an energy. 


"Mum!" Without a second thought, Tommy ripped his hand from the ice, ignoring the tearing 
pain of his flesh and the feeling of cold blood as he stumbled to his feet and in front of her. 
He thought he could see small particles of ice crystallize in the air around him. "Don't you 
dare hurt her," he called into the dark. "I'll fucking kill you!" His voice was shaking. 


"Tommy! I said to stay behind me!" Kristin pushed herself to her knees. She grasped at the 
ice, hissing something which made the energy glow in a poisonous green hue but not budge. 
She cursed 


Another light. 
Tommy turned, a hand pressed to his chest and magic flooding through his veins. 
"Rebound." 


A thin barrier spread over his body just before the spell crashed into him and immediately 
ricocheted into the trees. 


The cold took away his breath. 


He gasped painfully as he fell back, unable to breathe for a terrifying few seconds before he 
was able to force his lungs to work again. 


"Tommy!" Kristin forced herself to her feet, grabbed his hand and pulled him behind her. 
"Don't you dare do that again!" 


He reflexively reached out, trying to steady her. "But it worked!" 


"I will not discuss this! You will not do something like that ever again!" Tommy didn't think 
he'd ever seen her this angry. "Understood?" 


A short nod. "Yes, Mum." 


Kristin turned back to the shadowy figure who had left its cover by the trees and was now 
standing much closer, near the statue on the grass. 


A hooded man in all black, his face hidden in the shadow and something moving under his 
cloak. He raised his hand but before he could cast anything, Kristin threw her own spell at 
him. He moved quickly, his feet creating a thin layer of ice with each step. The concrete 
where he had just stood crumbled with the force of Kristin's spell. 


"What do you want? Who are you? Why are you doing this?" Kristin called, gesturing around 
them. "Whatever you want, leave my son out of this! He has nothing to do with anything you 
could possibly demand!" 


The man didn't reply. 


Kristin took a deep breath and grasped at the icy shards around her body once again. 
";Limpia!" The glowing energy disappeared and the ice fell to the ground with a shattering 
noise. She took a careful breath, grimacing as her hand flew to a spot at her right side. With 
the other, she reached into the back pocket of her jeans and revealed her phone before, 
without any warning, tossing it to Tommy who was barely able to catch it in time. "Call your 
father right now!" 


Tommy's hands were numb, they were freezing and started taking on an unnatural color. His 
right hand was torn open, small shards of ice stuck in his skin, radiating a stinging cold that 
pulsated through his entire arm. He tried to ignore the feeling of freezing alive and instead 

used his left hand to try and unlock the phone, thankfully knowing that the passcode was his 


parents' marriage date. Before he could type the last digit, the phone was flung out of his 
hands. 


He looked up to see the shadowy man look directly at him, a hand held out in his direction 
for a short moment until a fiery pulse of magic forced him back. It smelled of burning grass. 


Tommy looked between his mother, the attacker and the phone, halfway across the field of 
grass, for a moment. 


He had to call his father. 


Taking a shallow breath, he cast the rebound spell on himself once again and, without looking 
at anything else, jumped over the line of bushes that seperated the pathway from the grass 
and sprinted towards the phone. 


Spells were cast. 

Something exploded. 

The sound of a shield breaking. 
A bright light in his periphery. 


He had nearly reached the phone when Kristin yelled something. Tommy couldn't make out 
what it was over the noise of his blood rushing in his ears. 


He slipped on the frozen ground and slid the last couple of feet on his hands and knees before 
grabbing the device. He could barely feel the cold that emitted from it. 


He rubbed his bloody hand over his pants, hoping it would be dry enough to unlock the 
phone on the first try. He would have to be quick. Each drop could mess with the touch 
screen. 


"Tommy!" 

The blood-curdling scream of his mother made his head snap up. 
The man was too close. 

Way too close. 

Barely 30 feet between them. 

He looked at Tommy intently. 


Tommy could feel his eyes on him despite not being able to make out a face under his hood. 
It was as if he didn't have one. As if he just consisted of dark shadows, swirling void and 
magical energy. 


A shiver ran down his back. 


Kristin came to a stop between them, once again positioning herself between the attacker and 
her son, gasping as she held a bleeding wound on her stomach. She raised a shaking hand in 
defense nonetheless. 


"Mum—" 

"Call Phil! Now!" 

Tommy's eyes snapped down to the display again. 
His blood had frozen on the screen. 


Kristin called out and the shadowy man made a pained noise as he was hit by her magic and 
pushed backwards. She didn't hesitate to throw a second spell straight after. 


Tommy wrapped his numb hands around the phone and concentrated on the energy in his 
fingertips. He missed the usual tingle of warmth spreading through them. “I sey yow sooth,” 
he whispered. 


The frozen blood on the display chipped and fell off. 

Call Dad! 

Immediately, he typed in the passcode and unlocked the phone. 
Call Dad!! 


He struggled to swipe or tap on the phone, his frozen fingers making it barely possible to 
scroll through his mother's contacts in search for the correct number. 


Quick!! 
A pained yell. 


Tommy's head snapped up to see his mother thrown to the side and hitting the ground with a 
thud. 


Kristin didn't get up. 
For a moment, it was silent in the darkness of the park. 
Tommy cried out and scrambled to his feet to rush to his mother's side. "Mum?!" 


Before he could reach her, a hand grabbed his left arm and twisted it in a sudden motion that 
made Tommy reflexively let go of the phone. Panicked, he tried to pull himself free but 
instead found himself face to face with the man. 


Black void under the hood. 


Black void and a tear in his mask of magic and energy that revealed an eye as cold as ice and 
glowing like the rest of the man's power. 


"Let me go!" Tommy tried to push him away, gasping breathlessly, tears in his eyes. But the 
man didn't budge, suddenly holding both of his wrists in his hands. "Leave me the fuck 
alone!" he hissed and tried to step back to kick the man instead but suddenly found his shoes 
frozen to the ground again. 


Tommy was freezing. 


The man made a low noise, let go of one of his wrists and placed his palm over Tommy's 
face, covering his eyes and pressing fingers painfully into the boy's temples. 


He couldn't move. 


Tommy knew he had to do something. Do anything to get free and away from here. He had to 
save his mother and call his dad for help! He had to try and punch this man or throw a spell at 
him. Something! He had to try! 


He couldn't bring his body to react. 
He didn't even shiver anymore. 
The man started chanting something in a language he couldn't understand. 


A groan. Kristin stirred behind him. "Don't—" she whispered in a murderous tone. "Don't 
touch my son!" 


A scorching heat passed by Tommy as a spell was flung at the man, forcing him to let go of 
Tommy who dropped to his knees, feet still frozen to the ground. Instead of focusing on 
Kristin again, however, the dark figure only took a step back, raised his hand at Tommy and 
continued his spell. 


Tommy could hear his mother trying to push herself up to get in front of him and cover him 
again but he knew it was too late when she desperately called out a different spell instead. 


He could feel the barrier of the rebound spell he had created around himself earlier flicker in 
and out of existence. 


His arms were too numb to move. 


He was in pain and exhausted. 


He had no energy left. 


The moment the man finished his spell was also the second Tommy could feel something that 
was warm and smelled of his mother's shampoo settle like a blanket around him. He focused 
on Kristin. 


"Please protect her." 


And then everything went white. 


Tommy woke up to an all encompassing pain and the confusing panic of not being able to 
see. 


He raised a trembling hand to his eyes, blinking carefully. 


All he could see was a reflection of the white light that had burned itself into his retinas 
before his head had hit the ground. 


He choked back a cry. 
"Mum..?" 
Silence. 


"Mum?" He pushed himself to his knees, nearly toppling over in the process. He felt sick. 
"Mum, where are you? I— I can't see you.." Moving his hands over the rough ground 
underneath his frozen fingers, he tried to orientate himself. It was useless. He held his panting 
breath to try and listen for something. The rustling of the leaves around him was the only 
noise that reached his ears. "Mum?" 


He was scared. 


"Hello? I— Is anyone there?" he tried to yell but it came out as nothing more than a whisper. 
He was shaking. "Please! We need help!" 


Nothing. 


A gust of biting wind. A sob escaped his mouth. He couldn't breathe. What if the man was 
still there? Was he watching him? What was he planning? Was he waiting for someone else to 
come and help so he could hurt them too? 


What did he do to his mother? 


"I— I swear to god if you've hurt her," he called into the void of white in front of his eyes, "I 
will fucking kill you!" He swallowed thickly. "I promise you that, bitch! I'll fucking murder 
you!" 


No answer. 


No dark chuckle. 


Nothing. 


He was alone. 


A piercing sound cut through the panicked static in his head. He gasped, trying to take a 
breath. It was his mother's ringtone. 


He tried to push himself to his feet, but an increasingly stabbing pain in his head forced him 
to stay on the ground if he didn't want to risk passing out again. He slowly crawled towards 
where the sound was coming from, his shaking and numb arms barely able to keep him going 
when the melody suddenly stopped again. 


The abrupt silence was overtaking his senses. 
He couldn't breathe. 


After a couple of seconds — or maybe minutes — to take a breath and keep himself from 
succumbing to the overwhelming panic he felt in every fiber of his body, he continued on 


hands and knees into the direction the music had come from, as if in a trance. Cold grass and 
mud were cutting in his injured hands. 


The phone began ringing again. 
It was close now. 


He continued for a little longer and reached out to the sound. His cold fingers finally found 
the phone. 


He didn't know if his mother was close by or not. 


Swallowing back bile, he quickly pressed his thumb where he guessed the button to accept 
the call would be and pushed the phone against his ear. 


"— don't know when— Oh! Kristin? Finally! I was getting worried—" A sudden stop. "Wait, 
Tommy?" His father's usually relaxed voice changed to something much sharper and alert 
immediately. "Is that you? What—" 


A sob. "D—Dad.." 
"Tommy, are— are you hurt? What happened? Where's Mum?" 


"I—" He couldn't breathe. All at once something deep in his chest crumbled. "I— I don't 
know— There was this— this shadow— this man—" A strangled gasp. "I can't see, Dad!" 


"You can't.. what? Tommy, breathe, okay? I'm right here. Do you know where you are?" 


"We— we were on the way back home when he—" Tommy tried taking a deep breath. He 
failed. "The park by Queen's Road? At the center? I think I'm still there but— I don't know 
for sure? I— I can't fucking see anything!" He bit his lip. "I don't know where Mum is.." 


He could hear the rising horror in his father's voice even when he tried to keep him calm. 
Tommy thought he could hear his brothers talking somewhere in the background of the call. 
"I'm on the way, okay? I'll come and get you. Don't hang up, alright?" 


"She was hurt.. I don't know if.." 


Silence. 


"It'll be okay. I'm on my way. Just— hold on." 


"I— I thought she might be here somewhere.." He stopped trying to conceal his crying. "But 
she— she didn't respond when I called for her.." 


"T'll be there in 2 minutes." 


He felt so cold. 
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"I'm sorry, Tommy. I don't know what to say. They're not sure what to do for her at the 
hospital except keeping her stable for now." Phil sighed. "The curse is powerful and paired 
with all the blood she lost.." A pause. "The doctors here are simply not equipped for dealing 
with a case like this." 


Tommy frowned. He looked up and tried to make out his father's expression but was only 
able to see blurry colors and his rough outline sitting in front of Tommy on the bed. 
Frustrated, he closed his eyes again. 


It's been four days since the attack. 


Four long days filled with scans, healing spells and nauseating potions that nurses had forced 
down his throat in hopes of improving his eyesight. Their diagnosis said that he should be 
able to see properly again by the end of the month. They told him he was lucky. 


He hadn't been told about the curse that was burned into his eyes and the fact doctors were 
unsure if their treatment would be able to eliminate it until he had heard two nurses whisper 
about it to each other the day before. 


Tommy didn't really care about any of it. 


If it hadn't been for his father denying Tommy to visit Kristin before he let the doctors treat 
his eyes and the dangerous frostbite his hands had suffered, he would have made sure to not 
leave his mother's side from the very moment Phil and the twins had arrived at the park. They 
had been shouting for him and spotted Kristin, unconscious and barely breathing, in the grass 
just a couple feet from where Tommy had been crouching, unable to take a full breath 
through his panicked sobs. 


Instead, he had been forced to go through examinations all by himself where people he 
couldn't see continuously touched and turned his head and limbs without any warning while 
Tommy was wondering if his mother was going to die without him being there to say his 
goodbyes. 


Despite knowing that Phil only did that to make sure that Tommy would be fine, he couldn't 
help but feel betrayed. 


"Keeping her stable for now..?" Tommy scowled. "How can they say they don't know what 
else to do? There is no way they tried everything already? It's not even been a week yet! How 
—" He roughly ran his hands through his unkempt hair. "The spell wasn't even— I didn't—" 


"They're doing everything they can and are already getting in contact with some specialists 
who may be able to help." Tommy could feel his father's firm look on him. He shifted. "You 
need to trust them. Everyone is working really hard on this and you know I won't be giving 
up on her either, okay?" 


Tommy bit his lip. "Of course, Dad. I'm sorry." 
His father's jacket rustled as he nodded. 


They had just arrived home after Tommy had been discharged from the hospital. His doctors 
had agreed it would be good for him to rest in a space he was more familiar with. They had 
sent him home with a long list of medications and appointments. Phil had driven him back to 
their house and made sure his son made it to his room safely when Tommy had finally broken 
the uncomfortable silence by asking about his mum. 


He wasn't sure what he had been expecting to hear. 


"The.." Phil hesitated. "The police called earlier. Now that you're discharged they want to talk 
to you about what happened in more detail. They've been in contact with the school as well 
so they can be more involved in the investigation. They— The detectives will come by later 
today." 


"What?!" Instinctively Tommy's head snapped up in an useless attempt to meet his father's 
eyes. "But I— I already told them everything! That we were attacked! And I know what the 
analysis shows but I said that the spell was an accident! I— I didn't mean to, I promise! I was 
just—" 


Strong hands on his shoulders. "I believe you, Tom. Breathe. It's gonna be alright." 


Don't lie to me. 


"They just want to make sure they haven't missed anything and ask a couple of questions 
about the man that attacked you, okay? Just tell them everything you remember that 
happened and it'll be fine. Can you do that?" 


Tommy nodded quickly. The constant headache that the strain on his eyes and the remains of 
a concussion caused spiked with the sudden movement. He suppressed a wince. "Can—" He 
pulled the rim of his sleeves with bandaged hands. "Will you be there when I talk to them? I 
don't really.." 


His father's hands slowly pulled away from his shoulders. 
Tommy shuddered. 


"I'm sorry, I promised to be back at the hospital as soon as possible. I still need to sign a 
bunch of paperwork to formally request treatment of curses and I promised Wil I would be 


there for the meeting to discuss the next steps.." 

"Oh." Tommy swallowed. "Yes, of course.." 

A pause. 

"I'll ask Techno to be there with you, okay?" 

"Okay." He listened as his father turned and crossed the room. He bit his lip. 


"I told Wilbur to feed Shroud this morning but I don't think he's had any food since then. Do 
you want to try and do this yourself or should I?" 


Tommy blinked. "Wilbur was here?" 


A hum. "Yeah, he was picking up Mr. President to bring her to one of his friends. Said he 
wouldn't have to worry about leaving her on her own too much that way." 


"He gave away his cat..?" 


"Just temporarily. Until things calm down a little." 


Stop lying. 


Tommy nodded. "Um, I will feed Shroud myself. Don't worry about it." A shrug. "He's my 
familiar after all." 


"Good. I'll get going then." He heard Phil walk across the room and open the door. "Call if 
anything happens." 


"Will do.. I love you, Dad." 


The footsteps stopped abruptly for a moment before Tommy could hear them coming closer 
again. The bed dipped and Tommy felt his dad reach for his head and carefully pull it closer 
to press a gentle kiss to his forehead. The boy melted into the warm touch. 


"I love you too, Tommy. I'll be back for dinner." 


Another lie. 


"This is very important, got it?" Techno glanced at Tommy sternly. "But it's just truth serum. I 
know you're nervous about it but as long as you have told the truth so far, it's not that big of a 
deal, alright? You know how it works." 


"Yes, but—" 


"No buts, Tommy. This will decide whether or not they will try to charge you. If they 
continue to not believe you they'll maybe even try to get you for attempted murder. There are 
no second chances here. Do you understand that?" 


"Well, you do make it sound like a big deal actually," Tommy whispered to himself. 


They've been stuck in the police station all day, investigators going in and out to ask 
questions Tommy already answered over and over again. Unlike the previous interviews he 
was forced to sit through, however, they also asked about his education, both magical and 
not, as well as the relationship to his friends and family in more and more detail. 


He was told that the detectives were in close contact with the headmaster of Winterleigh 
Academy and with Tommy's teachers but they wouldn't explain what exactly they were 
asking them about or how much of what happened and what Tommy was accused of was 
disclosed. It made him wonder if people would treat him differently when he returns. 


If he returns. 


A fleeting thought whispered that he wouldn't have to worry about what people at the 
academy thought of him if he was charged and found guilty for nearly killing his mother. He 
wouldn't ever be able to go back to school if that was the case. He probably wouldn't even be 
allowed to use his magical abilities at all again. 


He felt sick at the thought. 


Techno had been with him all day, sitting with a frown in bright and sterile rooms next to 
Tommy and throwing dark glances at everyone who was making unnecessary comments 
about their family while questioning him and making sure his brother didn't accidentally 
confess to anything the police made up on the spot. He refused to leave the room when the 
detectives told him to leave so they could interview Tommy by himself and only stopped 
flipping them off for asking when he was threatened with security. 


He knew how the police worked. 


He knew what could happen if he left Tommy to fend for himself. 


But he also knew that fourteen year olds were allowed to have a guardian in the room while 
being interviewed. And since their father wasn't there and Techno wasn't about to leave his 
younger brother to be picked apart by assholes that already thought badly of their family 
anyway, he stayed. Functioning on nothing but lukewarm coffee from an old vending 
machine in the police station's hallway and frustration, he stuck to Tommy's side, called Phil 
after it was decided that an interrogation under the influence of truth serum was the best 
course of action, signed the papers agreeing to the use of the potion and explained what 
exactly was going to happen to Tommy while they were waiting for someone certified to 
administer the serum to arrive. 


And Tommy couldn't put into words how much he appreciated him for doing that. 
However, it didn't keep him from growing more and more anxious by the second. 


"Okay, so no second chances," Tommy repeated. "I understand. I know. It's just—" He 
pushed his new glasses that he'd gotten just the day before to help his eyes adjust to light and 
movement quicker but were more of a nuisance than anything else up his nose. He tried to 
focus on his brother's face. "What if something goes wrong?" 


There was a moment of silence before Techno sighed. "Truth serum is the best and most 
reliable way of proving your innocence, don't forget that. As long as you've said the truth so 
far and didn't actually do anything stupid, it is supposed to help you here. It's—" Techno 
hesitated and moved closer to Tommy. "You can't lie, obviously, but if — for whatever reason 
— something goes wrong, you still have the right to remain silent, okay? This is very 
important, Tommy. If they ask something that could get you in trouble, even unrelated to this 
case, or if there is something that you think is the truth despite you feeling like it might not 
have actually happened like that, you are still allowed to just not say anything at all, alright?" 


Tommy nodded carefully. "Okay." 


Techno reached out and ruffled Tommy's hair. "You've got this. I'll be there the whole time, 
so don't worry." 


"Are you sure you cast nothing but a protection spell on Mrs. Watson?" 
"Yes." 


"So the curse she is suffering from has to come from this mysterious attacker you've been 
talking about? A—" The man paused to read something off of a page from the file in his 
hand. "A shadow man in black clothes and no face?" 


"I mean he probably has a face? I mean—" Tommy's throat was burning. "I could only see 
one of his eyes for a short moment. I think he may have used some sort of spell to cover it 
up? It was like a mask of magical energy but I don't know for sure." He swallowed thickly. 
The ticking of the clock on the wall above him echoed unnaturally loud in the small room. 
"Sorry.." 


"But if what you've been telling us is correct, how could he have possibly cursed Mrs. 
Watson?" Tommy wrung his hands. They felt too cold, a buzzing feeling under his skin. "You 
said the last spell he used was targeting you and not her, didn't you? And he also didn't leave 
a major trace of energy on her." 


The man leaned back in his chair, handcuffs on his belt clinking against its metal frame, and 
handed the file to the person next to him. "How come your energy is the most prominent in 
the curse?" 


"I don't know." 


"You've got to know something." The man snapped forward in his seat, making Tommy 
flinch. He was too close. His breath smelled of cigarettes. "Think!" 


Tommy squinted, trying to focus his eyes on the man in front of him. The room was too 
bright. He couldn't make out most of his face. "I don't know! If I knew any more, I would tell 
you! He could have cursed her when I was unconscious already and— I don't know.." 


A grunt. "Sure." 


The detective turned in his chair and whispered to his colleague. The nurse who had given 
Tommy the truth serum was sitting to Techno's right and wordlessly wrote down something. 


The clock ticked on. 


Tommy felt like he was in a lab. 


"Okay," the man who hadn't spoken before began, "so you don't know the man that attacked 
you and your mother?" 


"I don't." 


"And you also haven't been in contact with anyone that could have done something like that? 
Y'know, as a prank maybe? Did you ask someone to scare your mum as a joke?" 


"Huh?" Tommy grimaced, his face growing hot. "Of course not! Who would do something 
like that? What the fuck?" 


He glanced in Techno's direction and was glad he could already imagine his facial expression 
without being able to make it out. 


"Come on, we know how you kids are. Don't act dumb." 


He could hear his brother make a low noise. A combination of anxiety, anger and irritation 
was bubbling in Tommy's chest. "No, I didn't! Why would—" 


"So you are in no way involved and directly or indirectly responsible for the attack on you 
and Mrs. Kristin Watson?" For some reason the man sounded annoyed. "And you are not 
responsible for the curse on her either?" 


Tommy struggled to breathe. 


"Yes to the first—" 


And the second. 


"— but I am not sure about the curse." He anxiously rubbed his hands over his thighs. The 
newly-formed scars on his right stung, sending a spike of pain up his arm. "I didn't put the 
curse on her! But I also can't be sure if my protection spell hasn't been somehow responsible, 
can I?" He forced himself to inhale. "I mean everyone here and at the hospital has been 
saying that my magic energy is all over the curse so.." Exhale. "Whatever happened was 
unintentional though." 


Deep voices humming. 


The noise of pen on paper. 


Tommy could feel his heart beat painfully in his chest. 


The clock was ticking on. 


"Your file says you were adopted by the Watson family when you were seven. Is that 
correct?" 


"Uh.." Tommy was taken aback by the sudden change in topic. "Yes, that's right." 


"Your biological parents are unknown? Do you remember anything about them?" The man in 
front of Tommy asked. He loudly flipped through the pages of the folder. 


"No, I— I was too young when I was brought into the system." 
Swallowing hurt. 

Techno's shirt rustled as he uncrossed his arms. 

"Do you ever wish you could meet them?" 


Tommy glanced in his brother's direction for a short moment before looking back at the men 
in front of him. He wished they weren't as close. "I'm not sure what this has to do with this 
case.." 


"Do you?" 


No! 


"Yes, I mean—" His own answer surprised him. "Uh, that's— that's only natural, innit?" 


He despised the feeling of eyes on him. 


Just keep breathing. Techno's here. I'm fine. 


I'm safe. 


A smug voice. "Does that mean you would prefer living with them over living with the 
Watsons?" 


"What? No! They—" He struggled to form words. "I wouldn't exchange them for anything! I 
love my family!" 


"Does that include your father? Phillip Watson?" 
Tommy really wished Techno would be allowed to say something. 


"Yes? Obviously?" He wasn't sure what they were trying to get out of him. The feeling of 
static in his hands became stronger. "It includes both my parents and my brothers — even my 
grandparents and stuff if we're getting specific here." 


"Would you consider yourself idolizing your father?" 


Techno shifted in his seat, glancing at Tommy. 


"Considering your opinion of him, I feel like I should not answer that actually.." 


The man further from Tommy tapped his pen on the table next to him for a moment before 
leaning closer. "So you are aware of his previous police charges?" 


Tommy's hands hurt. He wondered if he accidentally scratched open one of his wounds. He 
bit his lip. 


"I know he has some but not exactly what they involve." 
The clock gave him a headache. 


"Mhm." A dark chuckle. "With your older brother—" The man nodded in Techno's direction. 
"that makes three people in your family that have been in trouble with the police now. 
Does that not sound like a pattern to you? What is it? Bad influences? Bad parenting?" 


"Come on, keep our family out of your mouth," Techno interrupted. Tommy could practically 
feel the anger radiating off of him. "And shut up about stuff that has nothing to do with the 
case for fuck's sake." 


The detective motioned at the door. "One more word and you stay outside." 


Tommy made a panicked noise in the back of his throat. He tried to make eye contact with his 
brother. "Please stay!" 


Techno's gaze lingered on him for a moment before he leaned back in his chair, quiet. 
One of the detectives sighed angrily. "Let's continue." 


Relieved, Tommy nodded in Techno's direction before sitting back and focusing on his 
tingling hands again. 


Inhale. 


Exhale. 


"Your file also says you have been examined because of possible complications with the 
long-term usage of magic suppressants in your childhood." The man coughed in his hand and 
adjusted his chair, the squeaking noise on the floor making Tommy cringe. "So you've been 
having issues with controlling your spells, isn't that correct?" 


Techno huffed lowly. 


"Not really? I'm not good at spell casting but—" Why did this feel like a trick? "—it's not as 
if I lose control over my magic or anything? The doctors all said my powers are fine. I'm—" 


"I understand." Tommy didn't think he did. 

The man eyed him for an uncomfortable amount of time, before sighing. "But don't you think 
there is even the slightest possibility that the protection spell you tried casting failed? That 
your words didn't match your intention — which would be understandable in such a stressful 
situation, of course — and it caused the spell to contort into a curse that you had no control 
over anymore? Maybe it fed off of all your energy which made it as powerful as it turned out 
to be? It would also explain why you were so hurt and weak as well?" 


For a few seconds, it was silent in the interrogation room, the only thing making a noise 
being the clock ticking on relentlessly. 


"I—" Tommy frowned. 


Of course not. I never had any issues controlling my magic! 


His throat burned. "I don't—" 


I would know if there was anything wrong with it! 


Techno motioned for Tommy to breathe. 


Right. Breathe. Everything is okay. 


Inhale. 


Techno is here. I'm fine. I'm safe. 


Exhale. 


"I— I don't want to answer this question." 


The men exchanged looks. "Could you elaborate why you won't answer it despite being 
under the influence of truth serum? You know what this looks like to us?" 


"No," Tommy replied shortly. He took another shuddering breath. "I will not elaborate." 
A sigh. 

Both wrote something down. 

The ticks of the clock loudly echoed through the room. 


The file was closed. 


"I think we are done here." 


"Hi, Mum. I'm back," Wilbur announced quietly, entering the hospital room with a familiarity 
that was evidence of how many hours he had spent in it over the last couple of weeks. "I 
brought Tommy." 


The younger boy carefully followed his brother, looking around for a few seconds. It was the 
first time he was able to see what the room his mother was lying in looked like in detail. 


Scrolls with underlying energies surrounding them were orderly lined up on a dark wooden 
table that seemed out of place in the otherwise bright and modern room, a pack of cards that 
Tommy guessed had been part of a ritual was spread out on a tray in what looked like a game 
of solitaire. There were stacks of old books all over the room and incense sticks that spread 
the spicy-sweet scent of cinnamon. 


Kristin was lying just as still as she had been for weeks. 


A colorful woolen blanket that used to sit on their couch at home was spread over the white 
bedding covering her all the way up to her waist. Her arms, covered in sigils and runes 
carefully drawn in black ink, were resting on the blanket, photos of their family and the two 
familiars she had had in her life — a black panther she grew up with and had died before 
Tommy was even born and a snake called Sophie that didn't survive an illness a couple years 
ago — were arranged around her. 


The sight made Tommy shiver. 
"Hey," he greeted her softly. 


Wilbur pulled a chair across the room, close to the bed and sat down, immediately starting a 
one-sided conversation with their mother about his morning, the news, things he's read about 
curses and spells the night before and everything else that came to his mind. Tommy quietly 
pulled a chair to the other side of the bed and watched, not wanting to interrupt Wilbur in his 
rambling and knowing that it wasn't his place to respond to anything he said. 


He hadn't been able to visit as often as the others. With doctor appointments piling up, the 
occasional hour of physical therapy for his hand being more exhausting than he could have 
ever imagined and not wanting to bother his father with also constantly driving him to the 
hospital to visit Kristin, he just didn't have the opportunity to be with her as much as he really 
wanted to. 


No one even asked him to take part in the rituals and spells that were supposed to ensure 
Kristin's soul and energy stuck to this realm despite it traditionally being something the 
whole family should be part of. He knew it was because they didn't trust his magic to not 
make it worse. 


To not kill her. 


He had cried that whole night, panicking and shaking with guilt. 


Wilbur had stopped talking, leaning back in his chair and suddenly scrolling through his 
phone in silence. 


Tommy took a deep breath. He reached for his mother's hand and felt the weight of it for a 
moment before squeezing it gently. Blinking away tears, he looked at Kristin's face. It barely 
looked like her. 


"I can see you today," he commented with a half-hearted smile. "My eyes have gotten better. I 
still have glasses but today is a good day so I left them at home." 


Wilbur huffed. "I heard he keeps complaining about them, Mum. I bet he can't see shit but 
just wanted an excuse to not wear them." 


Tommy glared at his brother. “Best thing about being blind was not having to see your face, 
asshat.” 


"Sure." He didn't even look up from the screen. 


Tommy watched him quietly for a few minutes before forcing himself to look away. 


Thing were weird with Wilbur. 


Since the incident, Wilbur had barely said ten sentences to Tommy. Hell, he had barely even 
seen his brother! 


Phil had tried his best to make the time to at least drive Tommy to his appointments and 
examinations if he couldn't also stay. He ordered him dinner without Tommy even having to 
remind him most evenings and told him again and again that what happened wasn't his fault 
when Tommy woke up in their empty home after a nightmare and called him in a panic. He 
always told him that he loved him. 


Though Tommy barely saw Techno anymore, his brother didn't even need to be asked to join 
Tommy when the police ordered him down to the station again and again. He was there when 
they received the letter that stated that there will not be any charges against Tommy, that his 
interview under the influence of the serum was reviewed multiple times and eventually 
accepted as the truth of what happened. He told him that everything would be alright when 
Tommy frantically cried because the letter also said that the police still trust the medical data 
that the curse on Kristin was Tommy's doing, albeit unintentional. 


But Wilbur? 


Wilbur was at the hospital as much as possible. Since being discharged himself, Tommy 
knew of exactly one time Wilbur had been at home and that was only because he heard him 
close the door to his room across from Tommy's one night. He didn't check up on Tommy. He 
didn't make sure he ate or was taking his medications on time. He didn't ask if his sight was 
improving or if he still got headaches. He didn't even offer to visit Kristin together. 


It was as if he was avoiding him. 


Maybe Tommy was just clingy and interpreting too much into this. 
Their mother nearly died, for fuck's sake! And it was Tommy's fault! 


Of course she had priority! Of course Wilbur would be worried about her, take care of her 
and be at her side as much as possible. It just made sense. And maybe he didn't even realize 
that he hadn't seen Tommy in a while. Maybe he didn't think there was any reason to be 
worried about Tommy in the first place. After all, he was fine. 


Kristin was not. 


But still, Tommy's heart hurt. 


Ever since the very first day he had spent with the Watsons, they had been friends. 


It was barely a month later when they confidently called themselves brothers. 


Thirteen year old Wilbur had made him feel so welcome and wanted. He had changed the 
meaning of siblings — of brothers — from something full of resentments and envy to shared 
happiness and lighthearted mischief quicker than Tommy could realize. Before he knew it, 
Wilbur had taught him what family meant. 


But now he felt distant. 
Tommy never thought that was possible. 


He took a deep breath and focused back on his mother, tracing the lines of dark sigils on her 
hands with his thumb. "I'm glad I can see you again — with or without glasses. I was worried 
about that.." He bit his lip. "Did— did Techno tell you that the police won't put me in jail? 
Considering, as you know, I did not attack us that night, that's pretty pogchamp, innit?" He 
chuckled joylessly. "They still think I put the curse on you, though. I—" He lowered his head. 
"I don't know—" His eyes stung with tears. "I hope you'll wake up soon." 


There was a knock. 


Both Tommy and Wilbur looked up when the door opened and Phil stepped in. He made eye 
contact with Tommy. His eye bags looked even darker today than usual. "I'm free to drive 
you home now if you want?" 


Disappointment filled his chest. 


Tommy quickly wiped his eyes on his sleeve and looked back at Kristin. It's barely been 20 
minutes. He wished so much he could stay just a little while longer but he knew his dad 
would never allow him to stay overnight or at the shady hotel nearby like his brothers, and he 
didn't want to ask him to drive him all the way home too late either. Not because he wouldn't 
do it — he would — but Tommy didn't want to keep him from trying to catch some much 
needed sleep either and the thought of Phil driving back to the hospital again on his own after 
dropping him off while being tired was causing Tommy even more anxiety. 


So with a nod, he squeezed Kristin's hand one more time. "I've got to go now. See you later, 
okay?" He stood up from his seat. "Love you, Mum." He turned to Phil and quickly averted 
his eyes at the pain visible in the man's face. "I'm done. We can leave." 


"You want me to go back to school? But—" Tommy didn't know what to say. "But what 
about Mum?" 


Phil kept his eyes on the road. "Kristin is stable and has been for weeks now. There won't be 
any changes to her health until new treatments have started at the very least." He sighed. "We 
don't know how long things may stay like this. But we can't all continue doing nothing but 


worry about her forever. You and Techno need to go back to school at one point just as much 
as I have to go back to work and Wilbur will be going back to working on his music 
eventually." 


Tommy just looked down on his hands. 


"I've talked to Professor Eret today," Phil continued. "They said if you went back coming 
Monday, you would have just enough time to catch up on what you've missed and still write 
your exams by the end of October. Because they are aware of what happened, your teachers 
would help you, of course, but—" Phil stopped at a red light and glanced at Tommy. The boy 
shifted. "—they are also willing to let you take the exams next year instead if we decide to 
keep you here." 


"You've already decided anyway." 


"I just think it would be good for you to get some normalcy." Phil tapped his fingers on the 
steering wheel. "If you went back to school, I'd also know you're properly taken care of. You 
wouldn't have to sit in your room all day, you'd have regular meals, I was told the school's 
nurse would receive your updated medical file and would be able to help with your eyes just 
as much as the doctors here could." The traffic light turned green. Phil continued driving. 


Tommy bit his lip. "And Techno already said he will go, too?" 


"He actually mentioned wanting to go back to the academy last week already. Now it's 
official that he'll leave on Monday, yes." 


The boy anxiously scratched at the small scars on his hand. 
This was for Phil's well-being just as much as it was for Tommy's. 


If he just did as he was told and didn't cause his dad any more stress it would probably be for 
the best. Tommy didn't want him to have to worry about him anymore. He should just focus 
on Kristin and himself now and find something to break the curse on her without constantly 
being distracted by Tommy. 


He should just go back to school, study hard and be a good son like Techno. He should just 
stay out of everyone's way. 


Tommy could do that. 


Chapter End Notes 
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Winterleigh Academy 


Chapter Summary 


Tommy arrives at Winterleigh Academy. 


Chapter Notes 


See the end of the chapter for notes 


The following Monday, Tommy woke up next to his Spider-Man duffel bag he had sluggishly 
packed the night before. 


It didn't include much. Just two hoodies he wouldn't be allowed to wear on school grounds 
anyway, a couple pairs of socks he had found in the very back of his dresser, his keys and the 
medicine for his eyes — some pills and a cream — as well as his glasses in their case, pushed 
to the bottom of the bag. He was never supposed to have been home for long so the majority 
of his things were still in his dorm. 


Tommy sat up and squinted at the alarm blaring an insufferably happy tune before turning it 
off and lying down again, throwing his arms over his face, anxiety heavy in his chest. 


He took a deep breath and created a mental list of what he had to do. 


If he wanted to be in school in time for lunch, he would have to leave within the next hour. 
Before that, he needed to take a shower, get dressed properly and grab some breakfast or at 
least a snack he could eat on the train. Shroud needed to be fed, too, and Tommy had to make 
sure his travel box didn't break when he accidentally hit it into the wall — thankfully without 
the spider being inside — a couple weeks ago. 


He moved his arms from his face and blinked at the ceiling. 
Was he sure he didn't forget any of his medicine? He should probably— 


"Tommy?" A gentle knock on his door cut off his thoughts. "Are you awake yet?" His father 
pushed open the door. "Come on, get ready. Techno has already left." 


"He has?" Tommy scrambled to sit up, now wide awake. "I thought we would leave 
together!" 


"Well, he left half an hour ago on his broom." Phil just shrugged and turned away, leaving the 
door halfway open. "Get ready! And don't forget your prescriptions, Tommy!" 


"Oh, that's so fucking unfair," he called after him despite pushing himself out of bed and 
quickly crossing the way over to Shroud's terrarium. He tapped his fingers against the glass 


for just a moment before opening the top lid. "Fucking dickhead flying to school just because 
he's got a license and I don't." He reached his hand in front of the small wooden hut inside the 
warm enclosure, pushing a dead leaf aside in the process. "Wakey, wakey, Shroud." 


A moment later he felt before he saw a hairy leg, then two, then three, four, five, six, seven, 
eight legs and a small fuzzy body climb onto his palm. 


Tommy lifted the spider out of the terrarium, closed the lid again with his unoccupied hand 
and turned off the lamps and humidifier inside with the flick of a switch. Then he raised 
Shroud to his face and intently looked into eight eyes. "You know I am better than Techno at 
flying anyways, don't you? He'll see what happens when I get my license next year." Tommy 
pressed a quick kiss to the top of the spider before lifting it to his hair which Shroud gladly 
climbed on — or rather into. "At least I can spend my morning thinking about how flying for 
multiple hours had got to hurt his arse. Fucking deserved." 


With a huff, he turned and grabbed his school uniform, a brown crewneck sweatshirt with the 
school's golden emblem embroidered on it and black pants, from where he had thrown it over 
the back of his desk chair the day before and made his way to the bathroom across the 
hallway. He put his outfit on top of the shelf that used to hold towels in all colors but now 
only contained very few leftovers that looked dull in the bright light of the room. He sat 
Shroud on top of it. 


The spider loved the heat and humidity of the room whenever Tommy was taking a shower, 
so he usually took his familiar with him and left the hot water running for a couple minutes 
longer than necessary for both their enjoyment. His dad didn't need to know about why the 

bills were this high. 


He turned on the water and, while waiting for it to become hot enough to get under, caught 
his eyes in the mirror. 


It's been a while since he had looked at his reflection. 


He raised his hands to carefully push against his cheeks, not quite as round as he remembered 
them being. A gray hue seemed to cover his entire face, his lips, his nose, his eyes. 


He leaned closer. 


His eyes used to be a bright blue, full of excitement and life. Now they seemed more dull 
than anything else as he squinted and pulled his eyelid to get a better view. If he looked 
carefully he thought he could see a white — or maybe red? — shimmer right through the 
black of his pupil. 


He let go of his face and turned his back to the mirror with a shudder. 


He felt cold. 


A couple minutes passed before the steam of the shower reminded him of what he was 
supposed to be doing and, with numb limbs, got under the water. 


He turned the heat up some more. 


Around 20 minutes later, the numbness of his hands made way to a familiar buzz Tommy was 
able to focus on. Suddenly remembering that he was on a pretty tight schedule, he forced 
himself to finish his shower. 


He put on his uniform, frantically tried to find the hair brush he was usually using before 
realizing Techno must have taken it and instead used Wilbur's. He avoided looking into the 
mirror while brushing his teeth and blow-drying his hair, hoping his dad wouldn't question it 
if his hair looked like a mess. 


Not that he expected his father to actually notice. 


After deeming his hair dry enough, Tommy coerced Shroud out from where he had found 
himself a comfortable space on the leaves of the long-dead plant that stood by the tiny 
window. The spider climbed onto his shoulder and Tommy made his way back to his 
bedroom. 


"Tommy, are you done yet?" Phil called from downstairs. 


He grimaced. "Yes, nearly!" Tommy responded, counting out all the things he still had to do 
in his head. "Just have to feed Shroud. I'll be down in two minutes!" 


Without waiting for an answer, he closed his bedroom door behind him and leaned against it 
for a moment. "Okay Shroud, this is the plan: I feed you and you'll eat very slowly, okay? 
And while you eat, I'll quickly finish everything else and if Dad gets pissed because I take too 
long, I blame it on you, okay?” 


The spider climbed on his face. 


Tommy gently pulled it off and glared at it. "Come on, Dad can't get mad at you though!" He 
crossed the room and pulled open a drawer underneath the terrarium to retrieve the last box 
of mealworms before setting Shroud down on his desk. "And I'm sure you would want me to 
make sure your travel box isn't broken when you are the one having to sit in it for the next 
couple of hours, don't you?" 


Silence. 
"Yeah, I thought so!" 


The boy made quick work of giving Shroud his breakfast before getting the travel box, a 
small well-padded wooden thing with air holes and an enchanted always-wet cloth for 
moisture he bought at a pet store a year prior. The lid was a bit jammed but Tommy hit the 
top of it until it loosened up again and made a triumphant noise when that did the trick. 


He took the mostly empty box of worms and pushed it into the intended space at the bottom 
of the box before placing it next to Shroud who was still — slowly — eating. "Here you go, 
King." 


Tommy walked to his bed, grabbed his duffel bag and opened it, pulling out his medicine to 
make sure he didn't forget anything his doctors or, even worse, his Dad would never let him 
live down if he forgot at home. He took two pills from his painkillers, knowing that using 
public transportation for a couple hours would give him a massive headache anyway, even 
more so considering he will have to squint at everything to even see at all. 


"Okay, I took a shower, I'm wearing my uniform, I fed Shroud, I fixed his box, I made sure I 
have everything important—" Tommy's hand automatically moved to his chest while his eyes 
scanned the room. "Ah—" He spotted the compass connected to a leather band on his bedside 
table and walked over to hang it around his neck. 


The letters 'Your Tubbo' were engraved on the metal of the compass, the enchantment on it 
making the needle not point towards north but in the direction of the school or rather towards 
where his best friend Tubbo who owned the matching compass that says "Your Tommy’ on it 
was. It's been a Christmas present from Wilbur. 


"Tommy!" 


"Uh-oh," Tommy whispered into Shroud's direction before quickly grabbing his bag, pulling 
it over his shoulder, setting Shroud, who finished his breakfast just in time, back on his head 
and grabbing the travel box with his other hand. A quick glance on the time just before 
pocketing his phone told him he was supposed to leave seven minutes ago. He dashed out of 
his room and down the stairs. "I'm here! I'm ready!" 


A strong sense of déja vu overcame him. 
It's not even been two months since he was last late to leave for school. 


It's been a long summer, the whole family had returned from their vacation in Italy not even 
three day before and Tommy's body had not felt ready to get up before noon quite yet. He had 
run down the stairs with the same bag, same travel box, same outfit, the same words as he 
was now. 


But his tiredness had felt different, Wilbur had been calling from somewhere in the house, 
Techno had waited for them to leave together, his father had been cooking omelets with much 
more magic than necessary and his mum had been there and had been smiling and drawing 
small sigils that no one knew the effect of with an old pen onto Techno's wrists over 
breakfast. Music had been playing, their pets and familiars were all sitting nearby, eating their 
food, playing with each other, observing their humans. It had been bright and colorful and 
warm. 


Now as he turned to the kitchen, it was quiet. 


Phil was the only one there, leaning against the table that was starting to collect dust, a cup of 
coffee in one hand, his phone in the other, impatiently tapping his foot. He looked up when 


he heard Tommy enter the room and, for a moment, his eyes lit up. 
Tommy wondered if he just remembered the same day he did. 
He hoped not. It would probably make his father sad. 


"Sorry it took so long. Shroud ate extremely slowly today, you wouldn't believe it." He 
shrugged, avoiding looking at Phil. His eyes caught on the empty cat bowl by the kitchen 
island for a second. "Teenagers, y'know? Always slow and shit." 


Phil smirked, though it didn't reach his eyes as it used to. "Are they now?" He pushed away 
from the table and put his phone into the back pocket of his jeans. Tommy could feel his eyes 
scanning him. 


He hated it. 

"Do you have everything?" his father asked. "Enough clothes? Your medicine?" 
"Yes and yes, I've double checked, Dad." 

"Your glasses?" 

Tommy gestured towards his bag. "Yes." 

A sigh. "The glasses won't help you see if they are in their case." 


"But they suck so I won't wear them. Easy as that." Tommy passed by his father to get to the 
fridge. "Do we have anything to eat?" 


He pulled open the door and was met with a sad but expected sight. Due to the general 
emptiness of the fridge, however, he didn't miss the water bottle and the 'breakfast to go' label 
on a paper bag that Tommy knew hadn't been there when he had searched for something to 
eat the evening before. "Oh? What's that?" 


"Bagel with tomato and cheese. I know Tech and you both like those so I picked them up 
earlier. Sorry that it's nothing more fancy." 


Before he knew it, Tommy felt tears welling up in his eyes as his nose tingled. He quickly 
blinked them away. "Oh no, that's fine! I didn't expect—" He bit his tongue. "Thank you, 
Dad." 


No one spoke while Tommy awkwardly tried to maneuver the bottle and bagel into his bag 
without dropping Shroud's box. 


"It's pretty late already—" Phil started. 
"Oh, yeah, I should probably leave actually—" 


"Do you want me to drive you?" 


Tommy blinked and looked at his dad for a moment. "Um.." He paused. "The train station 
really isn't that far. I feel like that would be a bit unnecessary, to be honest." 


Phil shook his head. "No, I mean to school." 

"Oh." 

Tommy scanned his father's face for signs of a joke. He couldn't find any. 
"You're aware that's like a four hour drive, right?" 


"I mean, yeah?" Phil rubbed his neck. "Not the first time I would drive there and surely won't 
be the last time either." 


Shaking his head, Tommy made his way back to the entrance of the kitchen. "You're a busy 
man, you shouldn't leave Mum and Wilbur all by themselves for the whole day just to drive 
me to school, even though I can take the train and be just as fast." He raised his arms in a 
clumsy shrug. "And I haven't been in school for weeks so I don't think they would really care 
if I'm late today either." 


"You sure?" 


Tommy walked down the hallway and took his coat from where it was hanging by the front 
door. "Yup. Sure as can be, Dadza." 


He put on his shoes and crouched down to tie the laces, ignoring the shivers he felt when his 
father's eyes were on him again. Afterwards, he made sure he thought of everything one last 
time before opening the front door and looking back to Phil. "Gotta head out now. See you 
later." 


Phil waved at him. "Take care and call often, okay? Love you, Toms." 


Toms. 


"Love you too, Dad." 


Shortly before lunch time, Tommy left the train with his bag in one hand and the box with 
Shroud in the other. 


As usual, the journey had been quite calm, more and more people leaving the train the further 
they were from London and the closer they got to the small, old towns of the countryside. 
Long before he reached his stop, Tommy had had multiple seats to himself and was able to 
eat his bagel and rest his eyes without having to worry about someone trying to steal his bag 
while he wasn't paying attention. With his painkillers wearing off, he was thankful for a 
couple short naps to fight off his growing headache. 


Now he was hurrying down the escalators of an old train station connected to the metro. It 
was a bit dark and run-down but Tommy had been there regularly enough over the last year to 
know not to worry about any flickering lights. However, standing on the platform and 
squinting at the electronic display to figure out when the next metro was going to come, he 
realized that broken lights and irregularly on-and-off-turning screens fucking hurt to look at. 
His eyes started burning and his sight grew blurry enough for him to consider actually putting 
on his glasses. 


Thankfully — but embarrassingly — a young woman saw him struggling and offered to read 
the display out loud to him, and when the correct train eventually arrived 15 minutes later, he 
was glad to be able to close his eyes for a little while longer again. 


A couple stations later — man, when did the tube get this loud? — he finally arrived at 
"Winterleigh Old Town’. 


He left the train, climbed the stairs to exit the station and, stepping into the sunlight, was met 
with the familiar sight of cobbled streets, old brick and timbered buildings, and a tall clock 
tower in the distance watching over the small stores and restaurants that have been part of 
this town for generations. 


Tommy walked down the road, people passing by him and going about their day, buying 
groceries from an old convenience store and a stall selling fresh and delicious smelling fruit, 
or sitting at the occasional table at the side of the road to drink coffee. Some people were 
hurrying into the direction Tommy came from, hoping to catch the next train into the city 
during their lunch break. He watched students in uniforms that matched his leaning against a 
low fence in front of the bakery, eating pastries and chatting, while a different group was 
sitting on the edge of a fountain hastily trying to do their homework while using their magic 
to splash water on each other's things and having to dry it off with giggled spells over and 
over again. An orange cat holding a kitten in its mouth passed right in front of Tommy and 
disappeared into a narrow gap between the buildings. 


The longer he walked down the road, the less frequent the stores and restaurants became, 
houses growing taller around Tommy the closer he got to the academy. The buildings here 
were mostly filled with old but cozy apartments for small families, old couples and their 
familiars, and some holiday homes for people interested in seeing the small town only known 
for its famous magic academy for a couple weeks a year. Staff and of-age students of the last 
years may also decide to live close to the school instead of sharing rooms in the dormitories 
on campus. Tommy remembered that his parents had looked at a couple apartments with 


Techno when he turned eighteen, hoping that they could find a place he could live in with his 
familiar, but eventually gave up on the idea. 


Finally, Tommy reached the shallow flight of stairs leading to the main entrance of the 
academy, a big gate which was one of the very few ways of getting past the, what Tommy 
guessed were at least 25 feet tall, stone walls surrounding nearly the entire campus. 


Above it, it said in old but well-maintained golden letters: 'Winterleigh Academy of 
Spellcasting and General Wizardry' 


Tommy passed the open gate, stepping through the invisible barrier he knew was separating 
the school-grounds from the rest of the town. The dome of energy constantly securing the 
safety of classrooms, dorms, and every student and teacher within the walls made sure that 
only registered people would be able to pass through, and that the school's guard was always 
aware of who was getting in and out. 


It was an incredible feat of a single man's magic power. 


"Hello?" Tommy glanced at the security room, rapping his knuckles against the glass to 
where the guard was oftentimes sitting and keeping an eye on people coming through the 
gate while doing paperwork. His eyes took a moment to adjust to the darkness inside but all 
he could spot was an empty chair and piles of papers orderly compiled on a desk. He 
shrugged and continued walking. 


He would already be aware of Tommy having entered anyway. 


Leaving the initial entrance area, the walls and houses on his sides made way for a wide plaza 
with the bronze statue of an old wizard, the founder of Winterleigh and its academy, spraying 
water in constantly changing colors from his hands into the air above to let it rain down 
around him again, in its middle. 


Students were walking over the plaza, books and the occasional broom in their arms, heading 
from, or to, the grand hall for lunch. A boy with a backpack covered in various pins was 
laughing and jumping around, a rabbit in a tiny red shirt excitedly running after him as they 
played. His friends were calling out to catch his attention. Someone had drawn a huge 
rainbow with chalk on the stone ground. 


The long shadow cast by the clock tower split the area in two. 
Tommy looked up. 


The tower was part of the main building of the school which included the grand hall where 
everyone would gather to eat or hang out and study throughout most of the day, as well as the 
headmaster's quarters and office. It was an old tower, probably built a couple centuries ago, 
though Tommy didn't know for certain (not that he really cared that much to begin with). It 
reminded him of the Elizabeth Tower — Big Ben — that had been just around the corner of 
the shabby apartment the very first family that fostered him when he was just a toddler were 
living in. The sound of the bells used to make him crawl under his bed in fear for months. 


Here, the melody of the bells was nothing more than a welcomed announcement of the end of 
class as well as a reminder to grab dinner whenever one was too focused on studying to 
realize how late it was already getting. It was nice. Tommy didn't mind the sound anymore. 


Unable to make out the clock hands as he used to just the month before, Tommy pulled out 
his phone to check the time while crossing the plaza — dodging a group of students nearly 
running into him — and took a narrow path left of the grand hall. If he hurried, he might have 
just enough time to eat something after putting his bag and Shroud in his room. 


The pebbles underneath his shoes crunched as he picked up his pace. There was a row of long 
and skinny brick houses that Tommy knew included mostly classrooms to his left. Narrow 
patches of grass covered the space in between them and the path. They looked freshly 
mowed. A girl with short, dark hair and a huge frog in her arms passed by him, smiling as 
they made eye contact for a second before disappearing around a corner. At least Tommy 
thought she had smiled at him. Could have been his burning eyes playing a trick on him, too, 
if he was being honest. 


He rubbed the back of his hand over his face, hoping it would make his surroundings just a 
little bit more clear. Of course, it didn't. 


Reaching the end of the pebbled path, he could finally spot the dark building that held the 
majority of the dormitories — Tommy's included. The sun reflected in some of the windows. 
He half expected Tubbo to open the one to their room and yell something down to him. 


Instead, things were calm. 


People were relaxing in the sun and sitting on the various benches to eat in peace or while 
watching videos on their phones. An older student was on a call with someone, his eyes 
closed as he listened to what the other person was saying and only responding every couple 
of seconds with low hums. 


A loud bark echoing over the area made him and Tommy look up in surprise. 


A silver-white dog was running straight at him. 


Tommy grinned, crouched down and, letting his duffel bag fall to the ground while keeping 
Shroud's box firmly in his hand, opened his arms wide. "Fran!" 


The shepherd jumped into his arms, nearly toppling Tommy over as he laughed. "Fran—" He 
unsuccessfully tried to keep her from licking his face. "Fran, stop it!" 


Giggling, he ruffled her fur. "Ah, I missed you, too! I missed you— ah—" He gently pushed 
her face from where the dog all of the sudden decided to excitedly sniff at the box in his 
hand. "No, no, you know we gotta leave Shroud alone— Stop licking me!" 


With one last ruffle, he pushed himself back to his feet, Fran jumping around his legs as he 
picked up his bag again and pulled it over his shoulder. He continued petting her head with 
his free hand. "You wanna help me bring my stuff inside?" he asked Fran with a nod towards 
the building in front of them. 


Before Fran could react to the question, they both could hear footsteps approaching from 
behind. "Tommy!" 


The boy turned and saw the school's guard jog towards them before stopping and, out of 
breath, leaning over. "Sorry about that," he gasped in between breaths. "I told her you arrived 
and she just dashed before I could make sure she would take it slow." 


"It's fine, don't worry about it!" Tommy smiled, still petting Fran with one hand. "It's good to 
see you, Sam." 


Sam was a tall, muscular guy, a couple years older than Tommy's brothers. He was the guard 
of Winterleigh Academy. 


Considering he alone was the source of the entire school's renowned security system, he 
really didn't look as intimidating as one might expect, with his big soft sweaters, goofy smile 
and fluffy dog that only ever demanded cuddles and kisses by his side. Tommy wasn't sure 
anyone who didn't know Sam would ever assume he was capable of the immense power 
necessary to surround the campus with safety barriers 24/7. But Tommy had seen the sigils 
and runes glowing in a green hue underneath the man's sleeves and had seen him wear some 
sort of gas mask that helped keep his magic energy up without having to disable the shields 
around them. That Sam was powerful enough to be the security system was still baffling to 
Tommy. 


But it was also so fucking cool. 
And, best of all, Sam was also Tommy's friend. 


Well, 'friend' may be the wrong word considering Sam's distaste for being called friends with 
a fourteen year old, however often Tommy insisted that it was fine because he was actually a 
big and powerful man already. 


Instead, Sam vaguely called it a protégée or younger brother type of situation whenever he 
would show Tommy how certain enchantments worked or would let him watch when he was 
working on equipment or was researching spells (mostly defensive ones and barriers — he 
had proudly told Tommy before that most of the magic protecting the school were spells he 
had created himself) in his workshop. And Tommy couldn’t say he didn’t like that, even if 
Tubbo regularly asked if he didn’t have enough older brothers already. 


One could never have enough older brothers, okay? And if he was able to make Wilbur or 
Techno jealous in the meantime, just one more advantage that Tubbo, an only child, would 
never be able to understand. 


"Good to see you, too," Sam replied with a small smile before standing up straight and 
coming closer. He called Fran to his side with a simple motion of his hand. "I'm—" He 


hesitated, suddenly seeming a bit awkward, nervous maybe. 

He knows about what happened. 

Of course he did. 

"I am supposed to tell you to meet Miss Puffy in her office whenever you arrive." 
"Oh." 


"She talked to your brother earlier as well," Sam quickly added, "I assume it's to make sure 
you are fine to be back at school and— and stuff." 


"Very smooth," Tommy replied with a smirk, glancing at the dirt on his sneakers, the feeling 
of Sam's eyes on him becoming uncomfortable. "I'll go after I've had lunch if that is okay?" 


Sam hummed. "That should be fine. I—" He cut himself off. 


Tommy vaguely gestured towards the dormitories once more and cleared his throat, ignoring 
the shivers running down his back as he forced himself to look back at Sam. "Then I guess, I 
should get going before there's no more food left for me, huh?" 


He was quite thankful he couldn't make out Sam's face clearly enough to see the pity that was 
surely visible in his eyes. 


"Uh, yeah, that's probably a good idea." 
The younger had already turned on his heel when Sam continued speaking. 


"Tommy, I—" He paused while Tommy looked back over his shoulder. "I'm sorry about what 
happened to your mother and.. everything." His voice had a much more serious tone than the 
boy was used to from him. "But I hope you know that you are safe here." 


"Oh, sure," Tommy replied after the short moment it took him to process the promise behind 
Sam's words. "Thank you, Sam. I'll—" He bit his lip, shifting. "I'll see you later?" 


"Yeah, you can come to me, as always, okay?" 


With a short nod, Tommy waved at the guard and quickly hurried past the other students into 
the dorm building. 


Sadly, this won't help my mum. 
Leaning against the heavy wooden door as it fell shut behind him, he took a deep breath. 


"Let's get you into your terrarium, Shroud." 


He followed up a winding staircase, each and every one of his steps reverberating loudly, 
until he finally reached the third floor of the building and pushed open the door to a dark 
hallway. 


A moment later, Tommy heard a squeaking noise and something rustling. The small 
chandeliers and candles that marked the doors lining the two walls of the long hallway in 
front of him illuminated in a dim light. A thick carpet softened his footsteps as he walked 
down the room and passed by the first doors. 


People were talking behind a door to his right. A tabby cat was sitting with closed eyes but 
ears that attentively followed Tommy's motions on a mat in front of a door to his left. 


Something smelled burned. 


Before Tommy could wrinkle his nose in disgust, and think about how whoever had been 
smoking cigarettes in the dorms would get in massive trouble for it, he realized the smell 
came from the door he had stopped in front of. 


His own dorm room. 


No cigarettes after all. 


He knocked on the door but, as he didn't get a reply, awkwardly pulled out his keys from his 
bag and unlocked the door himself. 


Warmth greeted him the moment he pushed it open and sat a foot inside the room. 


Warmth and the smell of what weren't cigarettes but, predictably — he shared a room with 
Tubbo after all — firecrackers. 


With a sigh, Tommy crossed the room he shared with his best friend and two other boys their 
age to throw his stuff on Tubbo's bed and set Shroud's box down on one of the two desks by 
the big windows opposite of the door. Tubbo's laptop, a couple books on 19th century history, 
a half-empty bottle of orange juice and a couple of firecrackers were spread out all over it. 


He quickly found the one that had already been lit and apparently exploded inside their room 
if the badly cleaned up dark marks on the wall were anything to go by, opened the window in 
hopes that some fresh air would be able to get rid of the smell in the room, and placed the 
cracker on the narrow outer windowsill after resisting the urge to just toss it down onto the 
plaza below. 


He turned back to the room and, with the burned smell fading — or his nose already getting 
used to it — was finally able to take in the familiar sight. 


It was messy, even messier than when he left it, he was sure. The two bunk beds were the 
first thing to see upon entering, the blankets covered in books and clothes (the black closet 


standing in between the bunk bed Tommy and Tubbo shared and the window had never been 
big enough to fit all of the boys' clothes and suitcases). Bags and big boxes were pushed on 
top of the closet, under the beds, desks, and against the walls as extra table space, covered by 
dozens of plants, piles of books and scrolls. Posters of bands and comics Tommy didn't know 
filled most of the walls. Two small but comfy armchairs hidden underneath blankets and 
pillows somehow still found space in the mess. Two cat bowls and a small scratching post 
stood, together with a rather big terrarium, close to the entrance. 


Tommy took Shroud's box, pushed aside someone's guitar and stepped on the shoe rack in 
front of the terrarium to be tall enough to comfortably open the lid at the top and set Shroud's 
box inside. Within a couple of seconds of opening it, the spider had left the box and stood 
still in the middle of the terrarium as if to make sure it was still in good condition. 


"Home sweet home," Tommy commented before taking the box back out, putting it on a 
cluttered shelf beside it and opening the drawer underneath. 


Someone had thankfully gotten rid of the old box of mealworms and instead left a new one in 
its place. He carefully gave some of them into the terrarium and closed the lid again. "Here 
you go. I'll get you some different food later, okay?" 


Tommy turned and took off his coat before throwing it over the back of one of the desk chairs 
and went to the small attached bathroom to wash his hands. When he was done, he leaned 
against the armchair closer to the window and finally risked a look at the compass around his 
neck. 


It pointed vaguely towards the grand hall, moving slightly. Tommy took a deep breath. 


Something within him told him to just skip lunch and try to avoid his best friend for as long 
as possible. 


It was dumb, he knew. But he just really didn't want Tubbo to treat him weirdly. 


He had messaged him the day after the attack, wondering why Tommy hadn't returned to 
school that morning and asking what was up. If he was fine. Tommy hadn't even been able to 
use his phone until the weekend after, when his sight had improved enough to make out the 
apps and some letters on his display. It took him another day to figure out how exactly to 
activate text-to-speech for his messages. 


He had had hundreds of them. Most of them were from Tubbo. Some of them were from 
Ranboo's phone, though the texts sounded like Tubbo had written them as well. Tommy 
didn't think Ranboo even had his number before. 


So, yeah, Tubbo had been worried. 


He had sent more and more messages each day in hopes of getting Tommy to give him any 
sign he was okay and went around asking teachers if they knew why Tommy hadn't returned. 
But all he was told was that there had been a ‘family emergency’. Only when he asked Niki, a 
girl he had seen around Techno quite a lot, a couple days later if she knew anything, he was 
informed that Tommy was even alive. 


When Tommy had finally been able to use his phone and respond to Tubbo's messages, he 
had to apologize repeatedly for not answering earlier but was finally able to explain what 
happened. 


Frankly, the knowledge of the attack and Tommy's eyes being messed up didn't seem to have 
made Tubbo worry any less. 


They started chatting every now and then afterwards, Tubbo asking how things were going, if 
he knew when he would be back at school (Tommy didn't know how to tell him he wasn't 
sure if he would even be allowed back at all), and if he could visit him on the weekend. 


Tommy didn't want him to come. 


He didn't want his best friend to see him sitting in his room all day by himself, crying and 
trying not to panic whenever a gust of wind hit him, wondering if there was anything he 
could do to reverse the curse he put on his mother. He didn't want Tubbo to see him wallow 
in guilt and self-pity. It would've been pathetic. 


So he turned his offers down until Tubbo eventually stopped asking. 


The previous day, finally, Tommy had shortly messaged him to tell him he would return to 
Winterleigh but had ignored the following texts asking for when exactly that would be. That 
meant, as long as Tubbo didn't check his compass.. 


He could just hide. 


He could procrastinate having to see the change in how Tubbo would look at him. He could 
just avoid the questions and awkward condolences for just a little while longer. He could just 


The door was thrown open with a bang. "Tommy?!" 
So much for hiding. 
"Tubbo," he replied, blinking at the boy across the room. 


He was standing by the door, compass in his hand, breathing heavily. His eyes were fixated 
on Tommy who shifted under the analyzing gaze. He was wearing a green plaid jacket with a 
badly sewn-on school emblem over his uniform. His brown hair had gotten even longer, 
hiding most of his face and the big burn scar covering one half of it if it weren't for Tubbo 
constantly pushing it out of his eyes. 


Ranboo was there, too, standing behind Tubbo by the door, his mouth and nose covered by a 
black mask, a thick scarf wrapped around his neck. He was holding — cradling? — the small 
piglet he and Tubbo had adopted during the summer. It was wearing a tiny, striped, black and 


yellow shirt and appeared unbothered by the sprint Ranboo and Tubbo had apparently just 
done. 


"Tommy." Tubbo came closer, hesitating a step away from Tommy who nervously wrung his 
hands. 


God, this was awkward already. 

Tommy should have just hidden. 

He should have left the compass here and ran and waited on the other side of the school. 
He should have stayed in his room at home by himself. 

Warm arms wrapped around him. 

Before Tommy could even tense up, they were gone again. 

Tubbo had hugged him. 


Tubbo had hugged him despite Tubbo hating hugs. 


He had hugged him. 


Tommy blinked. 


"Missed you, big man. Glad you're back!" Tubbo smiled at him and pushed his hair out of his 
eyes with one hand. "Didn't know when you would arrive so I've been hogging the compass 
all day!" 


"He did," Ranboo agreed, cautiously stepping closer. "He got told off twice in class today for 
staring at it instead of paying attention." 


Tommy felt weirdly warm. He smirked, forcing himself to not shift under the eyes on him. 
"Clingy much, huh?" 


"Oh, fuck off!" Tubbo lightly punched Tommy's shoulder before letting himself fall on his 
bed, kicking Tommy's bag on the floor. "You've been gone for ages out of nowhere, dude." 


Tommy threw his hands up. "You miss school once—" 
“For one entire month!" 


"What happened to your hand?" Ranboo suddenly stood much closer, nodding in the 
direction of Tommy's arms. 


Tommy quickly put them down again and pulled his sleeves over his hands, suddenly way 
too aware of the scars on them. 


"I— I mean," Ranboo stammered, realizing his mistake and quickly looking at Tubbo for 
help. The pig in his arms began squirming. "You don't— Sorry— I was just—" 


"It's fine." Tommy quickly grabbed his coat from the desk chair, opened the closet doors and 
put it away with shaking hands. 


Deep breaths. 


"You wanna grab lunch?" Tubbo asked loudly, sitting up. "We already ate but—" 
"Nah, don't worry about it. I'm not hungry anyway," Tommy lied. "I already ate on the train." 
Tubbo sounded disappointed. "Are you sure? They have falafels and—" 


"Sorry, I—" Tommy closed the closet door again and turned to Tubbo with a forced smile. 
His head hurt. "I was told to go to Miss Puffy's office as soon as I'm here and it can't wait 
until after lunch, so I should really get going!" 


"I see.." 
A pause. 


Tubbo glanced at Ranboo for a moment before looking back at Tommy. "Will you be in class 
later, or..?" 


"Probably depends on what Miss Puffy says." 
Another pause. 
"We— We'll see you later then?" 


Tommy nodded his head, passing by the two other boys and quickly crossing the room. He 
felt dizzy. "Sure!" He waved his hand and left the room before anyone could say another 
word. Shutting the door behind him, he hurried down the hallway while making sure his 
hands were covered. 


"Tom, I'm glad you could make it. Sit down!" 


Miss Puffy gestured to an armchair opposite of her desk with a gentle smile on her face. Her 
white locks were pulled into a high ponytail. 


Tommy sat down quietly. 


The office was big. Tall windows covered by heavy curtains took over one side of the room, 
paintings and framed charts of plants and their effects the other. Miss Puffy's desk was 
covered in scrolls and folders, colorful sticky notes marking each one of the piles. A 
steaming mug of what smelled like fresh coffee sat in the middle of it all. 


"How are you feeling?" she asked as she sat down at her desk and wrapped her hands around 
the mug. 


Tommy shifted. "Fine, I guess?" 


"Yeah?" She took a sip. "I was surprised you didn't come in together with Technoblade 
today." 


"He left earlier than I did. Flew here." He rubbed his hands over his pants before stopping 
abruptly to make sure his sleeve didn't roll up enough to reveal his scars. "Don't have a 
license yet, so.." A shrug. 


"I see." Miss Puffy's voice was calming. It reminded Tommy of when he first met her a bit 
over a year ago. She had always been quite nice. "Did you take the train instead?" 


"Yeah." 


The woman sat down her mug and stood up again. "I hope it wasn't too tiring?" She eyed 
Tommy for a moment but turned her attention to a pile of papers before Tommy felt too 
awkward under her gaze. "I also take the train to London often and know it can be exhausting 
even if it's basically just sitting around." She glanced at the boy with a chuckle and pulled out 
a piece of paper from the pile. 


Tommy nodded vaguely. "It was okay, I think?" 
A hum. 


"Oh!" Miss Puffy suddenly looked up. "Are your eyes feeling okay, by the way? Should I 
dim the lights a bit?" she asked and waved her hand in the air, whispering something without 
waiting for an answer. The lights and candles illuminating the room flickered for a moment 
before they settled at a reduced intensity. 


"It's fine! No need, really," Tommy tried to object but immediately realized how his headache 
faded, even if just slightly. He blinked. "Thank you. They are alright, though." With a tilt of 
his head, he clarified, "Well, not as good as they used to be but I was told they should return 
to normal soon." 


Unless the curse on them doesn't fade, of course. 


"Mhm.." Miss Puffy read something on the paper in her hand, leaning against her desk. "Do 
you think you will be able to take part in your classes without any issues? We can make sure 
your teachers know to seat you at the front of the class if that's better for you? So you could 
see everything more easily?" 


Tommy grimaced. "No, it's okay, really! Just my usual seat is fine! I don't think it'll be a 
problem." 


"Okay." A pause. Miss Puffy set her paper aside again. "You know the police contacted us, 
right?" 


He shuddered. 


"Yes.. uh.." Tommy bit his lip, eyes on where his hands clenched into the soft fabric of his 
sleeves. "I— I'm not sure—" 


"Don't worry. The details stayed between Headmistress Eret and me. No one else knows 
exactly what happened and what you were interrogated for or anything." 


Tommy looked up with a furrowed brow. "What about Sam?" 


"As the guard, he obviously needs to be informed about every possible security issue 
surrounding our students." A sigh. "So he knows that you and your mother were attacked and 
was informed about everything you were able to tell the police about the man that did it." 


"Meaning it's not just you and the headmistress that know after all." 


Miss Puffy tutted and pushed away from the desk. "Sam does not know that you were 
interrogated as a suspect or that you've been officially declared the one to have cursed your 
mother." 


Tommy narrowed his eyes. "But why? Doesn't that make me, like, a massive security issue?" 


"Well—" She grimaced and bit the nail of her thumb for a brief moment before crossing her 
arms. "As your school we are responsible for your magic education, so when we heard that 
the police suspects that you may not have very good control over your powers and allegedly 
even cast a spell that turned into a curse because of it, we were obviously concerned." 


Silence. 


"But, frankly—" She uncrossed her arms again, gesturing widely. "I think that is a harmful 
misinterpretation of your medical history." 


More silence. 


She raised an eyebrow at Tommy. "Or do you think they are correct in that assessment, 
Tom?" 


"I mean—" There was a static in his fingers. In his mind. "The doctors analyzed the energies 
of the curse and are sure I caused it, so—" 


"Last year, when we first met, we had a long talk, didn't we?" Miss Puffy was walking behind 
her desk. "You didn't have any issues with controlling your magic then," she said seriously, 
looking at Tommy. "Has that changed over the course of the year?" 


"No—" 
"So they are wrong." 

Tommy didn't know what to say. 

Miss Puffy stopped her pacing. "I have an offer for you, Tom." 


"Tommy," he interrupted. He didn't know why the correction suddenly seemed important to 
him. 


"Tommy." She smiled. "The government wants us to make sure everyone has a safe and 
successful education at our academy. And because of that, we are officially obliged to have 
you take part in some additional courses from now on until we can be sure you have full 
control over your powers." 


"But didn't you just say—" 


She raised a hand, cutting him off. "However, I personally don't think that will be necessary. 
And Professor Eret trusts my judgment on this. But I also believe you may require some 
support to catch up with the content of your classes that you have missed over the last month. 
And I have the impression you are not as confident in your abilities anymore either." 


Grabbing a sticky note and a pen, she continued, "You know Miss Niki, right?" She quickly 
wrote something down. "As part of her Initial Magic Eductor Training, she is holding a 
tutoring class twice a week this semester — on Tuesdays and Saturdays — and is repeating 
and practicing many of the basics as well as doing exam preparation for some students a 
couple years older than you. There aren't many of them, just maybe ten or twelve in total, so I 
think it might be a good opportunity for you to practice and ask questions about things you 
may not understand immediately." She paused. "How does that sound?" 


It was difficult to follow what she was saying through the static in his head. "I— I'm not sure 
that's— um, I mean, will that be okay?" 


"If you're worried about them being older than you, don't even think about it." She made a 
dismissive hand gesture. "They're all there because they have their own problems with their 
magic or are failing classes and aren't in any position to judge you or suspect you are there 
for any other reason than that you were gone for a while and need to catch up as well." 


Be a good student. Study hard and do well in your exams. Stay out of trouble and be a good 
son like Techno. For once. 


Tommy just nodded. 


"Here, I wrote the time and the classroom down for you," Miss Puffy said, reaching across 
the table to give Tommy the neon-pink sticky note with a kind smile. "There you go." 


The boy looked down on it. The letters were too blurry to make out. 
"Is that all?" 


The woman took another sip from her coffee and hummed. "You were told that the nurse has 
your medical file? If you have any issues with your eyes or anything else, you should go to 
her immediately, okay?" 


A nod. 


"And if there are any other things you need or if you just want to talk to someone, my door is 
always open, yeah? It's my job to listen to your problems and help you after all, okay?" 


"Okay." 
Miss Puffy tapped her fingers on the mug. "Anything you want to ask right now?" 


Tommy hesitated. "Do I have to go to herbology class today? Because I'm pretty sure it 
already started and—" 


She chuckled. "I think it's fair if you start your classes tomorrow and just get situated today, 
don't you agree?" 


He smiled through the numbness of his face. "Cool. Thank you, Miss." 
"No worries, Tommy. Take care!" 


He left her office feeling weirdly calm. 


When Tommy returned to his dorm room, it was empty again. 


He didn't know why he somehow assumed that Tubbo and Ranboo would skip class to wait 
for him here. He wasn't quite sure if he was relieved or disappointed that they weren't. 


He slipped out of his shoes and climbed on the top-bunk — his bed — and laid there, staring 
at the ceiling until his eyes burned and he instead threw his arm over his face. 


When he next checked his phone, an hour had passed. He wasn't sure if he had just spaced 
out or if he had fallen asleep but, either way, even if he still had a headache, at least the static 
in his hands and head had lifted a bit. He felt like he could take full breaths again. 


For a while, he stayed lying on top of his blankets and scrolled through his phone, wondering 
if he should text Wilbur. 


His brother hadn't even said good-bye when he had last seen him. Not even a short message 
since he had left. 


Instead, Tommy put in his earbuds and played Lovejoy on his phone, turning up the volume 
until Wilbur's singing rang in his ears and drowned out the headache. Without turning the 
music down, he took off the compass from around his neck and placed it on top of the closet, 
his kind-of nightstand. He climbed out of bed, nearly tripped over a box of DVDs Tubbo had 
left at the foot of the ladder, put on his sneakers again and left the room. With his hands 
hidden in the pockets of his jeans, he jogged down the stairs of the building and left the 
dormitories a minute later. 


He walked right, along the main path, crossed a small bridge over a stream separating the two 
halves of the school ground and passed by the main library building, a massive structure 
consisting of a main hall and multiple towers with at least six or seven stories each. On the 
other side of the path was a smaller building with the words 'Animal Care Office’ written on a 
sign in front of it. 


Tommy entered, a small bell sounding with the movement of the door. He waited quietly in 
front of the counter until a man appeared from the backdoor. He was followed by three brown 
puppies which continuously stumbled over their own paws. Tommy wished the man would've 
offered to let him pet them. 


But Tommy just quickly bought a box of crickets for Shroud and disappeared out of the door 
again. 


He considered going back to the dorm and sleeping — or zoning out — for a bit more but 
feared he would run into Tubbo now that classes were nearing their end, so Tommy followed 
the path for a bit longer, turning right into one of the gardens and eventually sat down on a 
bench. 


The sun was bright enough to hurt his eyes even when closed but the heat on his skin was 
comforting. He hadn't realized he was shivering until now. Leaning back on the bench he 
concentrated on the warmth. Combined with Wilbur's voice in his ears, he nodded off once 
more. 


A cold gust of wind woke him up. 
Tommy needed a moment to remember where he was and that he could see . 
The sun had disappeared behind one the houses, submerging the area in shadow. One of 


Tommy's earbuds had fallen out but his phone was still playing Lovejoy songs on repeat. 
With a huff, he turned the music off and just sat in silence on the bench of the garden for a 


while, surrounded by blooming bushes and flowers, some occasional bees trying to collect 
the last pollen of the day. 


It was nearly time for dinner. 
His growling stomach reminded him of how he hadn't eaten anything since the morning. 


Tommy stood up and stretched his stiff neck and back before picking up the box of crickets 
from the bench as well and returned to the dormitories. He suddenly regretted that he left his 
compass inside his room and therefore couldn't check if Tubbo was there before entering. 


He wasn't. 


The only one that greeted him was a mostly black cat that was sleeping on one of his 
roommates' beds. It meowed at him, stretched and jumped off the bed to follow Tommy 
through the room, bumping into his legs with delighted purrs while Tommy put some of the 
crickets in Shroud's terrarium before putting the box away. 


Tommy crouched down to pet the cat's head for a moment. "Hi, Oni. Long time no see." He 
smiled. "Did Eryn leave you here while he's eating dinner without you? How unfair, mhm?" 


Oni meowed as if to confirm. 


Tommy scratched her underneath her chin for a moment longer before standing up straight 
again. "Sadly, I'm sure Eryn will murder me if I go through his shit to try and find your treats 
again. I hope you understand I have to at least make sure he even knows I'm back before I do 
that, okay?" 


She just purred on. 


"Alright, I gotta head to dinner myself, too, though! See you later, Oni. Don't be mean to 
Shroud!" Tommy turned to the terrarium. "And you know not to provoke her either, yeah?" 
He paused, waiting for a response. "Exactly!" 


He waved the two familiars good-bye and forced his feet to walk into the direction of the 
grand hall before he could develop any second thoughts. 


I could just buy something from the vending machine instead— 
Well, maybe not without any second thoughts. 


Still, regardless of how nervous he felt, he entered the grand hall together with a bunch of 
other students as most of the school was starting to gather. 


The hall in front of him was filled with long tables, students and teachers starting to sit down 
at them. Tommy could see the headmaster standing at the front, chatting with a teacher he 


couldn't make out well enough to recognize. 
"Tommy!" 


His eyes scanned the rows of people in the direction from where the voice was coming from 
until he found Tubbo waving him over. Ranboo was next to him, sticking out of the crowd 
even when sitting down. Tommy climbed on the bench opposite of them. Tubbo was holding 
his compass in one hand and looked between it and Tommy for a few seconds with a hurt 
look on his face before letting it fall against his chest again. 


Tommy just avoided looking at him, gaze switching between his hands and the scratches in 
the surface of the table. "Hey." 


Ranboo awkwardly looked between Tubbo and Tommy who both didn't say anything else for 
a couple seconds before settling on mentioning how Tommy didn't come to class. 


"Yeah," Tommy replied with a short nod, "Miss Puffy said it's fine if I start tomorrow so I just 
—" He made a vague motion with one of his hands. "— took a nap and stuff." 


"You weren't in our room after class," said Tubbo. 
Somehow the way he said it made Tommy's chest tighten painfully. 


"I mean I didn't, like, sleep the whole time. I also bought some more food for Shroud and just 
enjoyed the sun for a bit, y'know. As one does." He paused. "Thank you for getting a new box 
of mealworms, by the way. I assume it was you who did that?" 


Tubbo nodded. "Yeah, I just released the rest of them in my herbology project a couple weeks 
ago. Bought the new ones yesterday after you said you'd be back." 


"Shroud sends you his sincere thanks!" 
Tubbo smirked. 


"Oh," Tommy said, suddenly realizing that the piglet wasn't with Tubbo and Ranboo, "where 
did you two leave your little zombie pig? He wasn't in our room just now, was he? I didn't see 
him." 


"Michael's sleeping in Ranboo's room," Tubbo responded with a hum. "He's been pretty 
exhausted and is too freaked out by Oni to stay at our place by himself." 


"But don't call him a zombie," Ranboo commented with a visible pout even behind his mask. 
"That's so mean." 


Tommy shrugged. "I mean, he is a zombie, though, innit?" 


"I mean, we don't call you a dickhead either, even if it's factually correct now, do we?" Tubbo 
raised an eyebrow at him. "And unlike you deciding to be one, it's not Michael's fault he's a 
victim of illegal experiments. He's just a toddler." The boy paused and then suddenly grinned 
at Tommy. "Oh , you haven't seen all the family photos we took together yet!" 


"Family photos?" 


"Yeah!" Ranboo pulled out a necklace with a golden ring from underneath his sweater. "We 
are husbands now, too! An official family!" 


Tommy blinked. "Huh?" He looked at Tubbo for an explanation and now finally also spotted 
the necklace with a ring right next to the compass hanging around the boy's neck. He blamed 
his eyes for not realizing what it was earlier. 


Tubbo chuckled and proudly showed the ring to Tommy. "Yeah, we married for tax benefits!" 
"I— I don't think that's legal." 
"Yeah, no shit!" 


Tubbo and Ranboo glanced at each other with smirks on their lips as if they were in on a joke 
Tommy didn't understand. 


He cleared his throat. "So.. you not only adopted a pet together during the summer but now 
you also married while I wasn't there. I wasn't invited." He frowned. "Not even informed!" 


"You weren't here and barely ever replied to any messages, I didn't think you'd be interested. 
Didn't want to annoy you with stuff like this while you were, like, hurt and shit," Tubbo 
argued, shrugging as if that explained everything. 


And maybe it did. 


Ever since Ranboo had switched to their school last spring, he and Tubbo had gotten close 
very quickly. They had clicked immediately and, before Tommy could even see it happening, 
were inseparable. Where Tommy and Tubbo's friendship was built on slow, maybe even 
cautious, getting to know each other over the course of weeks — months — Ranboo came 
into their life and Tubbo knew instantly the two would be friends for a very, very long time. 


They were similar to each other, shared the same interests, the same humor, were always 
giggling over things that made Tommy feel like he was third wheeling in his own friendship. 


It was as if those two were always meant to be best friends by the universe and Tommy had 
just been a placeholder — nothing more than a useless part of their past dynamic. 


Returning to school after the summer, he had still been sure he was overreacting, convinced it 
was just some sort of deep-rooted fear of being abandoned that his childhood therapist had 
talked about once many years ago. He was sure Tubbo wouldn't just replace him. He was 
allowed to have multiple friends after all. There was no reason to feel jealous or anything. 
That was just childish. 


But clearly, now that Tommy had been out of the picture for a while, the way they acted 
supported his original theory. 


Gladly, before Tommy could ponder on this revelation for any longer, the clock hit 7 p.m. and 
the bell high above them in the tower rang out loudly. The door of the grand hall opened with 
food, various meals, tall bottles of water, juice and other drinks, on enchanted golden trays 
floating into the room. 


The smell made Tommy's empty stomach grumble loudly. 


Plates and bowls of food floated above the whole length of the table while dinner plates, 
cutlery and drinks sat themselves down in front of everyone. Tommy moved his phone out of 
the way just before his plate could land on it, and glanced at the meals above. 


The trays lowered themselves and, like on a conveyor belt in a supermarket, started slowly 
hovering down the length of the tables. Curious, students eyed the meals, most waiting to see 
the whole menu of five or six different meals, ranging from sausages and potatoes in sauce to 
sliced bread with cheese, some immediately pointing at what they wanted to eat. 


Automatically, the meal would jump out of line and fill the student's plate before joining back 
into the hovering stream. 


Tubbo perked up when he spotted the sausages. Ranboo called over a vegetable stew labeled 
as vegan at the side and carefully pulled down his mask. Their plates filled quickly and, 
without any hesitation, they started digging in. 


Tommy watched the choices but, while incredibly hungry, didn't feel appetite for any of the 
meals. 


Maybe he was too used to frozen pizza and take-out from the day before by now. He couldn't 
help but be too aware of how his last truly fresh, hot meal was his brothers' anniversary 
dinner, happily prepared by his father when everything was still normal. 


Feeling Tubbo's questioning eyes on him, Tommy randomly decided on a tuna salad with 
bread but when he saw it set up on his plate in front of him, he immediately felt queasy. 
Instead, he reached for a bottle of apple juice to fill his glass and not look at his food for as 
long as possible. 


"So," Tubbo started while the trays around them started setting themselves down on the 
tables now that everyone who wanted something had a first serving, "what did Miss Puffy 
want to talk about?" 


"Ah, just about how I need to catch up on classes and shit. I'm supposed to go to some sort of 
additional course Niki is apparently holding, so I can catch up and practice and ask 
questions." He took a sip from his juice. It felt sticky on his tongue. 


"That doesn't sound too bad, does it?" Ranboo asked, between bites, "Niki's pretty nice." 


Tubbo frowned. "Does that mean you won't have any time to hang out? Thought we could 
just study together or something." 


He tapped his fingers against the glass in his hands, "It's fine, there will still be enough time. 
It's only on Tuesdays and Saturdays—" 


"Saturdays?! But that's the only time all of us are free for more than just a couple of hours! 
When are we supposed to go into town or watch a movie together, huh?" 


"I repeat, clingy much?" Tommy replied with a low chuckle. Who knew how much longer he 
would have the opportunity to call Tubbo clingy anyway? "And it's probably just like 2 hours 
or so in the morning on Saturdays. I can't imagine them doing it in the afternoon on the 

weekend. So you will barely be out of bed and I'd already be back and ready to do whatever." 


Ranboo made a questioning noise in the back of his throat. He unsuccessfully tried to 
swallow all his food before talking, holding a hand in front of his mouth. "Probably? Were 
you not told when exactly yet?" 


Tommy hesitated before pulling out the note Miss Puffy had given him from his back pocket 
and pushing it over the table. "Can't read this. The pen on that color is fucking with my 
head." 


The two other boys looked at the note, reading the information written on it easily before 
sharing a glance between themselves. Tommy shifted when they looked back at him. "Your 
eyes really are still messed up, huh?" 


"Didn't you say you've got glasses to help with this? Why aren't you wearing them?" 


Tommy set down his juice and crossed his arms in front of him. "Well, first off all, it's not 
that bad." He vaguely gestured at them. "I can see you two perfectly fine—" 


"We are literally right in front of you—" 


"— and my eyes are just worse today because I've got a headache and had to travel, look at 
things and concentrate all day—" 


"Because school will generally never require you to look at things and concentrate, huh?" 


Tommy glared at his friend across the table who just shrugged. "And secondly, the glasses 
suck and are annoying." 


"Come on." Tubbo looked at him, disbelievingly. "It can't be that bad! How are the glasses 
more annoying than not being able to read a sticky note right in front of you?" 


Tommy reached over the table and grabbed the paper out of Tubbo's hand again, cramming it 
back into his pocket. "You wouldn't understand." 


A small bird flew over their table. Someone called out to it. 


"Well, how about you try explaining it and then we'll see where that leads us?" 


The two boys looked at each other intently for a moment. "Who cares—" Tommy's eyes 
caught on the burn scar covering most of the right side of Tubbo's face. He bit the inside of 
his cheek. "They just—" He grabbed a piece of bread from his untouched plate and pulled it 
apart between his fingers. He swallowed thickly. "They just constantly remind me of the 
attack and my mum being hurt," he mumbled, not wanting the students next to him to listen 
in. "And they don't even help half of the time and even if they did, it's still not guaranteed it'll 
help get rid of the curse on my eyes. So I don't really see a reason to wear them." He looked 
up with a forced smirk. "Pun intended." 


There was a moment of silence between the three while the rest of the students in the hall 
were still loudly talking and laughing. 


"Curse?" Ranboo asked carefully. "You never said anything about a curse being on you, did 
you?" 


"He didn't," Tubbo agreed, eyeing Tommy with an indecipherable look on his face. 


"Ahaha, have I not?" Tommy chuckled awkwardly. He kept picking apart the bread between 
his fingers. They were shaking. "Must have slipped my mind. Weird!" 


"Tommy—" 


"I didn't forget to mention how I am responsible for the curse on my mum, too, have I?" He 
grimaced. "Really, so weird!" 


Ranboo glanced between the two boys, silent. 


Tubbo didn't take his eyes off Tommy, who sat nearly unmoving with an eerily unnatural 
expression on his face. 


A couple seconds passed. 


Tubbo sighed and took his fork back in his hand, looking down and letting his hair fall into 
his eyes. "Sorry, big man. Didn't mean to push you." 


Tommy swallowed. 
Ranboo and Tommy glanced at each other for a brief moment. 
Tubbo continued eating his dinner in silence. 


Throughout the rest of dinner, it was nearly completely quiet between them. Tommy forced 
himself to at least eat the bread he had picked apart and silently offered his salad to Tubbo 
and Ranboo who quietly shared it between themselves after realizing Tommy was unable to 
eat it, making sure he would promise to buy a granola bar at a vending machine later. 


Techno arrived late for dinner. 


Tommy saw him enter (the pink hair made him easy to make out even for Tommy) and 
watched as his brother talked to Niki and a friend of hers for a couple of minutes without 
sitting down. Another student leaned closer to them to say something. Techno nodded, took a 
slice of toast from Niki's friend, who loudly complained about it while Techno put it in his 
mouth and walked away again. 


On his way back to leave the hall again, he met Tommy's eyes. 


Without stopping, he disappeared out of the door again. 


Tommy felt cold. 


Tommy turned under his blanket, pulling it all the way up to his chin. 


A minute passed. 


He moved to his other side, pushing the blanket down again. 


He stayed still for a while. 


With one quick motion, he turned his pillow to sleep on the cold side. 


Now it was too cold. 


Tommy opened his eyes to roll them in silent annoyance at the ceiling. 


He didn't know why he had expected to magically be able to fall asleep easier here than back 
at home. The only differences between the dorm and his own bedroom were that he couldn't 
just stay awake all night, pacing his room and watching videos to distract himself, and that he 
shared the room with three other boys, meaning he couldn't afford letting his mind wander 
and accidentally start to panic or cry. 


So if anything, it would obviously be more difficult to fall asleep here. 


It was near physically painful for him to keep his thoughts from wandering in the dark room 
with the only thing he could hear being the deep breaths and near-silent snores of his 
roommates. His worsening headache wasn't helping either. 


He blinked away tears of frustration. 


Tommy sat up and looked over the edge of the bed down to where Tubbo was sleeping below, 
the piglet, Michael, snuggled up to him. They were fast asleep. 


He never thought he would ever be this jealous of someone being able to sleep. 


Lying back, he took his phone from where he had put it next to his compass on the closet. It 
was just before | in the morning. 


Wilbur would still be awake, wouldn't he? 
He took a deep breath and opened their messages. 


The last ones between them were just Wilbur asking him to dispose of Techno's train ticket so 
he wouldn't have to share presents with his twin and Tommy announcing that Techno had 
caught him going through his bag, complaining that now he was the one on Techno's bad 
side. Wilbur had only sent back a row of laughing emojis. 


His fingers tapped letters quickly before hitting backspace and deleting them again. 


He hesitated and typed the same message again word for word. 


And deleted it once more. 


Tommy sighed. 
‘Are you awake?' he sent quickly. 


He waited for a minute without a response. The light of the screen in the dark room hurt his 
eyes and made it difficult to see the letters well even despite dark-mode. 


'I just wanted to let you know I arrived at Winterleigh alright and wanted to ask how you're 
doing' 


Another minute passed, Tommy anxiously staring at the message he'd just written. 
Maybe he shouldn't have texted Wilbur. 

It was probably just annoying as hell. 

What kind of stupid question was asking how Wilbur was doing anyway? 

"Well, seems like you're asleep, so I should try and do the same! Text me in the morning!’ 
A pause. 

'‘Dickhead,' he added quickly. 


Tommy let his phone fall on his chest and pressed his palms against his eyes with a low 
groan. 


This fucking sucked. 
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Chapter Summary 


It's Tommy's first day of classes since the attack. Tutoring doesn't seem too bad actually, 
who would have guessed? 


Chapter Notes 


See the end of the chapter for notes 


When the next morning, the bell of the clocktower chimed through the partially opened 
window of the dorm room and someone was moving around, cursing quietly as they nearly 
stepped on Oni before starting the shower and having the calming noise of rushing water 
sound through the thin wall, and soon after Tubbo's phone rang to wake the rest of the 
sleeping boys up for good, Tommy felt disorientated for a moment. 


After the short couple hours of sleep he had eventually fallen into, waking up to people 
getting ready for a normal day of school felt like he was still dreaming. 


For a brief second, his brain tricked him into thinking it was still August. That the school 
year had just started and he didn't go home to visit his family yet. That today was just another 
normal day of classes where his biggest problem was that he didn't do his Maths homework 
and would have to somehow do them in the short break he would have before class started. 


But that moment passed quickly. 


Like in a trance, he pushed himself out of his warm blanket, got ready for the day, fed Shroud 
and went to eat a quick breakfast. 


And all in all, his morning really wasn't too bad. 


Tommy realized he, despite how little sleep he had actually gotten, did not have a headache 
anymore and that his eyes had significantly improved since the evening before. They burned 
less and, without the strain of traveling, Tommy was finally able to make out the writing on 
the pink sticky note as well. He felt less anxious, too, letting the normalcy of the morning 
calm his nerves until he almost felt relaxed — something he hadn't experienced in what felt 
like forever, even if there still was that constant edge at the back of his mind. 


Ranboo didn't join him and Tubbo for breakfast in the grand hall which made talking to 
Tubbo a lot easier. It was more like it used to be last year. Tubbo also didn't mention 
yesterday's dinner at all and just groggily explained the current topic of their shared History 
of Magic class and the research they were supposed to do as homework that Tubbo didn't find 
the time — or motivation — to do, however. 


It was probably because of the fact he was tired but when the older boy caught sight of 
Tommy's scarred hand while he was eating his toast, Tommy suppressed the urge to pull it 
away and instead held it closer for Tubbo to see. He carefully ran his fingers over the rough 
patches of new skin on Tommy's palm for a moment before holding his own hand up, 
grinning at his friend and saying that their scars matched. 


Tommy couldn't help but feel something loosen in his chest as he smiled back. 
One of them was scarred by fire and one of them by ice. 
It matched like the both of them used to match. Like two sides of the same coin. 


Fire and ice. 


He wondered if Ranboo would be an element that strengthened Tubbo's fire instead of putting 
it out. 


When they finished their toasts, they quickly returned to their dorm to grab their bags for 
class. Tommy quickly climbed his bed to grab his compass while Tubbo was putting Michael 
into a clean shirt and was explaining to him, with the same voice one would use to talk to a 
toddler, that they would go see Ranboo now and that, since he didn't have class this early, he 
would have the time to walk around campus for a short walk with Michael and be able play 
with him. 


Tommy would argue that talking to a piglet like this would be useless because he wouldn't be 
able to understand anything they said and wasn't even a familiar, just a regular — albeit 
zombified — animal. But Tubbo seemed so fond and Michael did perk up when Ranboo was 
mentioned so Tommy kept his mouth shut and instead let himself be swayed to carry the 
small thing to Ranboo's dorm room one story below theirs. Soft grunts and a nose tickling 
him made Tommy barely want to hand Michael over to Ranboo, who very clearly had just 
left his bed and somehow looked even more tired than Tommy felt, when he finally opened 
the door. Not that Tommy would admit that of course. 


History of Magic class passed surprisingly quickly. Their teacher was an old and somewhat 
grumpy guy but kind enough to not loudly announce Tommy's return in front of the class 
even if one or two people kept looking in his direction and talked to each other under their 
breaths. But while their eyes on him made Tommy's skin crawl, he was glad that most people 
didn't seem to care too much about him having been gone for so long without any explanation 
and he preferred not knowing if there had been any rumors going around either. He distracted 
himself from the eyes by concentrating as much as possible on the lecture. 


After class, his teacher called him to the front, not mentioning his absence and instead just 
pushing a couple papers in his hands. They included the different topics they had discussed 
over the last month and bullet points of things that would be important for the exam at the 
end of October. He stressed the papers wouldn't be enough to study with alone but would be a 


good basis for research or to know which notes of his classmates he needed to copy. And as if 
Tommy didn't already feel thankful enough for this, the man also said he wouldn't have to 
worry about homework for the week and just focus on starting to catch up on the content 

first. 


Maths class was alright. No one seemed to take notice of him which was nice. Although the 
professor also didn't hesitate to call on Tommy to explain the equation written on the board 
that he was thankfully able to read today, though he did have to squint a bit. Tubbo just 
snickered next to him before pushing his notes over so Tommy could read the correct answer 
out loud. When their professor was finally satisfied with the answer and wrote a new example 
on the board, the chalk squeaking with every digit being written down, Tommy turned to 
Tubbo to kick him for laughing. It only made Tubbo giggle more. 


So, yes, all in all, Tommy's morning wasn't bad. Pretty good even! 


Ranboo joined the two for lunch and Tommy zoned out from what they were discussing 
while he was eating and studying the history papers he had been given more closely. 


Tubbo and Ranboo soon disappeared, the next class they had together but without Tommy 
being on the other side of campus. Tommy used the time he had left in his break to go to his 
room to take Shroud. His two roommates, Eryn and Freddy were both there, sitting at the two 
desks by the window and doing homework together while eating grocery story sandwiches. 
They both greeted Tommy but didn't pay any more attention to him while he was taking 
Shroud out of his enclosure and sat him on his shoulder, the spider immediately making work 
of climbing over his face and into his hair. 


Tommy already felt less exhausted with his familiar nearby. 


It reminded him that he didn't take his medicine in the morning. He rammaged through the 
bag that was still laying where Tubbo had kicked it next to his bed the day before and 
downed two of the pills. 


He brought Shroud to his next class. 


The room it was in was below the main library and had no windows, just some softly glowing 
orbs at the front and a candle on each of the desks illuminating the room. Techno always said 
this room was ridiculous and that in any movie this would be the class room people would 
learn the 'dark arts' in. It was such a cliché, he had complained, though he said that the 
aesthetics would be cool at least if he didn't have his English class of all things down there 
for a whole semester once when, somehow, every other possible room was being renovated. 
It threw off his whole vibe and his teacher had constantly complained about how his 
assignments had a too dark tone to them. 


It was a fitting room for Tommy's Runes and Sigils class, however, and as he sat at his old 
desk, he realized how comfortable the lack of sunlight he would've always complained about 


in the past was on his eyes. 


Unlike in the other classes he had had today, Tommy would not write an exam in this one, so 
he was happy to just watch Shroud walk all over the surface of the desk and his books while 

he listened to his teacher talk and tried to not think of his mum. She had always enjoyed sigil 
magic the most and had made sure to regularly draw small protective spells and messages on 
her sons' wrists and hands as a sign of her love. 


Instead, he focused on the memory of when Sam once was allowed to present in this class a 
couple months ago to talk about how he used runes and sigils on himself and other objects to 
build a secure system of barricades and shields around the school. He had explained the 
intrinsic details of protective sigils, how they worked, and how everyone could create their 
own one in the most efficient way. Tommy remembered how awkward but visibly excited 
Sam was about the topic, the rest of the students not being used to seeing their school guard 
this way unlike Tommy. It had been fun. He hoped Sam could hold another class like this 
sometime. 


When Tommy focused back on class, it was already nearly over and, before he knew it, he 
was sitting in his first tutoring class, older students he had seen on campus before but didn't 
know the names of sitting at the tables around him, chatting with each other. Shroud was 
sitting on his hand while Tommy nervously fiddled with his pen as he waited for Miss Niki to 
arrive. 


"Hey," someone suddenly called, pulling Tommy from his thoughts, "you're Techno's brother, 
aren't you?" 


He looked to his left where a boy wearing a bandana to keep his dark hair from falling into 
his eyes had leaned over his table to look past his seatmate and curiously eye Tommy. "Uh, 
yeah? I am." 


The boy leaned back a bit. "Sick." 
Tommy blinked. "Are you in Techno's year? Or..?" 


Tilting his head, he grimaced slightly. "Nah, I'm a year below. Though—" He nudged the 
person beside him. "—George is." 


The young man, George apparently, looked up from his phone and glanced in Tommy's 
direction. He was wearing a bright blue hoodie — something very clearly going against the 
school's dress code — and had sunglasses pushed on his head. Looking uninterested in 
talking to Tommy, he just gave a brief nod of acknowledgement in his direction before 
turning back to his phone. 


"I'm Sapnap, by the way! What's your name again?" the dark haired one continued, unfazed 
by George's lack of response. 


"Tommy." 


"Oh, yeah, right!" He snapped his fingers. "I knew I heard it before!" 


"Huh." Tommy didn't think Techno was someone to talk about his family a lot to random 
other students. He tried to remember if he had seen the two boys around his brother before 
but wasn't sure if he did. 


Tommy felt Shroud climb into his sleeve and lightly tapped the spider's body through the 
fabric to tell him to stop it. The fuzzy legs on his wrists tickled. 


"Are you here because you were also gone for a while? Like Techno— ow!" 


George had rammed his elbow in Sapnap's side without looking up from his phone. "Leave 
him alone." 


"Oh, come on—" 
"Yes, you're right," Tommy interrupted with a careful smile. "Need to catch up on classes." 


Sapnap threw a smug grin at his friend before turning back to Tommy. He crossed his arms 
on the desk and rested his head on them. "If you are here because you missed a lot of stuff 
and—" He nodded in George's direction. "—he is here to practice even though he wasn't gone 
—" Sapnap frowned. "—then why isn't Techno here as well?" 


George scoffed. "Techno could skip a year and still be at a level where he could be the one 
teaching this class without any problem. You're an idiot if you think he would need help to 
catch up on classes." 


Another voice. "I feel like you are overestimating him a little bit." 
Tommy looked up, surprised. He hadn't heard Niki arrive. 


The class grew quiet as the young woman sat her bag and a woven basket on the front desk. 
She smiled and clapped her hands together. "Good afternoon! Good to see you guys again!" 
She nodded in Tommy's direction. "Nice to see you, too, Tommy!" 


"Hi, Niki— Miss Niki." 


It's been a while since he had spoken to her. Y'know, how much does one talk to the friends 
of their older brothers in the first place? Usually only at the dinner table back home when 
they were invited over every once in a while. That's how it was with Niki. 


She was Techno's friend for pretty much as long as Tommy could remember, so probably 
since the first year Techno's been at the academy. He remembered meeting her for the first 
time when he was nine years old and Techno, after long convincing by their mother to invite 
over some friends for once, had her over for Halloween. He vividly remembered Niki 
bringing him colorful sweets and little ghosts and pumpkins made of paper he had used to 
decorate his room for the rest of the year. 


She was nice, although Tommy would have probably thought the same of every person 
giving him Halloween sweets, so he wasn't sure how much that statement alone really had 
been worth back then. 


At least Wilbur had thought the same because it hadn't been long before he was the one to 
invite Niki over much more often than Techno who already had the time to hang out with her 
at school anyway. 


Of course his brothers both — Wilbur especially — had had plenty of other friends that 
Tommy had been introduced to over the years but none of them came close to the small fond 
relationship he and Niki had despite how rarely they actually talked. There was something 
special in knowing someone who was close to both your brothers and had dozens of stories to 
embarrass either one. 


Speaking of. 
"Why do you think we're overestimating Techno? He is really fucking good, isn't he?" 


Niki hummed as she pulled out a pile of papers from her bag. She had a sly smile on her lips. 
"Well, I mean, he probably could hold this class if he really wanted to. But it's not like he's 
not been asking me for my notes to study with either. He doesn't just telepathically know 
what we were taught in class, y'know?" She vaguely nodded in the direction of George and 
other students that were probably in the same year as well. "You are all very much better 
prepared for the exams this month than he is." 


Tommy smirked. Even though he was studying on a completely different level, knowing this 
made him feel better about himself. Maybe Techno wasn't miraculously a perfect student 
either. 


Niki's heels clacked on the wooden floor as she walked between the two rows of tables and 
sat down a couple of worksheets on each one of them, except for Tommy's. George took the 
ones on his desk, read over what was said at the top, and handed two of them to Sapnap. 


"What Tech is very good at, however, is studying itself. He can focus well and knows quickly 
what he can do to catch up as soon as possible and how to practice things he's not good at. It's 
something he was always kinda impressive at. And though some people will obviously have 
an easier time to do so than others, studying is a skill that can be practiced like everything 
else, too." She shrugged and walked back to the front. "George, I made you the list of 
possible runes that could be part of the exam like you asked. Jen—" She looked to a girl at 
the very back of the room. "—please let me know if the instructions for the spell are still 
unclear later." 


The girl gave a thumbs-up and immediately pulled out a pen from her backpack to start 
underlining things on the paper. 


"And before you start—" Niki walked around her desk and opened the woven basket. "Good 
luck pastries for everyone that wants one!" 


An excited murmur went through the class. Tommy curiously leaned forward in his seat. 


Indeed, Niki went around to give out napkins and palm-sized cakes covered in a white icing 
to everyone who wanted one, which were most. Students happily hummed as they quickly 
started eating. Tommy pulled a piece from the side of his when he got one and discovered the 


pastry consisted of a layer of marzipan and applesauce. It was delightfully sweet when he 
tasted it. He quickly bit off a bigger piece. 


"The effects of luck potion have never been scientifically proven," George mentioned while 
still also nibbling on his cake, "so why do you not just bring normal pastries?" 


"Well—" Niki put the left-over napkins back into the basket before closing it again. "Multiple 
reasons actually." She held up one finger. "First off, the effects of luck potion aren't proven 
but it's also not proven that it doesn't work. That's the tricky thing with trying to influence 
luck. There's no base for comparison, really, and everytime you seem more lucky after 
drinking a potion like this could just be because of, you know, /uck." 


George huffed as Sapnap snickered next to him. 


"Secondly, it is scientifically proven that luck potion has no negative side effects at all, even 
long-term. So if you don't believe in the luck, it's nothing worse than a couple sips of water, 
really, unlike some other potions. And—" She nodded in the direction of a girl sitting right 
behind Sapnap. "—Tay, you like baking, don't you? Do you know why luck potion is great 
for pastries?" 


The girl brushed her brown locks out of her face and thought for a moment. "Because it's 
sweet?" 


"Exactly!" Niki nodded quickly. "It tastes sweet so people like using it as a healthier 
substitute for sugar in pastries and other food." 


The class nodded in understanding. 


"So really there is no harm in using luck potion to make something to snack on for you guys 
and if the luck effect exists, even better to use it for more success while studying, don't you 
think?" 


Tommy wasn't sure if he believed in the use of the potion — Wilbur always said it was 
bullshit — but he wouldn't say no to anything potentially helping him out throughout the day 
a bit, especially if it was as tasty as this. He quickly finished the cake, brushing the crumbs 
from his desk on the napkin before Shroud would try to eat any of the icing. 


"Alright," Niki said after a couple more minutes and checked the time, "if everyone is done, 
let's get started on the first worksheet for now and we'll start discussing it in, like, 20 
minutes?" 


There were murmured agreements and nods as people started rustling their papers and some 
started whispering to each other. Someone was bemoaning that they didn't have more cake, 

making the guy next to them nudge over the rest of his for them to eat, which was met with 

almost emotional thanks, before the class eventually grew quiet. 


Tommy didn't have anything to work on and didn't quite know what to do. He tapped his 
fingers on the surface of his desk repeatedly while Shroud crawled on it as if to underline the 
absence of any worksheets or any seatmate even more. Tommy glared at him. 


Then Niki walked up to him and crouched down in front of his desk, leaning her arms on it 
with a soft smile. "Hi again, Tommy." 


"Hey, Miss Niki." 
She chuckled. "That sounds funny." 
"Does it now?" Tommy asked, raising one eyebrow with a smirk. 


"It does. I don't mind it if you just continue calling my Niki. Everyone here that is in my year 
does the same. Would be weird to be called 'Miss' by people I've known since I was a kid just 
because I help them study now." 


Tommy nodded. "Fair." He looked at her for a moment. "Um, what exactly am I supposed to 
do now, by the way? Like, I don't have any worksheets or anything and it's my first day here 
so, I'm like—" He gestured vaguely. 


Niki tapped her chin. "That's what I wanted to ask you." 
The boy just gave a confused noise in response. 


"Everyone here has very different areas they need help in, so things are very individual. In 
the first week, I had them all write down where they struggled and what I could do to help 
them. And right now they are doing some general exam preparation — English analysis 
today — so even if they are good in this particular class they don't end up going out of 
practice and accidentally focus too much on the subjects they have problems with and mess 
up other exams because of it. This is a bit above what's expected in English in your year, 
though, so I didn't bother giving the tasks to you." She smiled, her eyes crinkling at their 
comers. It was nice being able to see this detail. "So today I just wanted to focus on you for a 
while and see what we can work on together if that is okay with you." 


"Sure." Tommy pulled Shroud off of the table before he could climb on Niki's arm. "I'm just 
not really sure what I have to do yet. Today was only my first day back and I didn't have time 
to collect any notes either yet." 


Niki hummed. "That's fine. We'll just start with what we have and see how things are going 
on Saturday. Did you have any classes you'll write an exam in today already?" 


"Had Maths but I don't really know what is going on there at all yet and my professor didn't 
really seem to care that I'm back anyway." He shrugged lazily but then remembered the notes 
he had gotten in his history class and quickly pulled them from his bag and pushed them in 
Niki's hands who stood up straight to read over them. "Got this from Mr. Eacott in History of 
Magic, though. Should be pretty helpful, I think." 


"Yeah, definitely!" Niki agreed. "This will be a great starting point. We can just begin by 
working through this step by step." She walked back to the front desk with the sheet in hand 
and pulled out an empty piece of paper. Holding the blank one in front of the notes and 
turning to the light coming through the tall windows by the front, one could see the letters 
shimmer through. "Sieh das Echo einer alten und einer neuen Schrift," she said in a tone that 


sounded like asking a favor and Tommy watched as the letters copied themselves on the 
previously blank paper. Niki walked over and handed back the original to Tommy. 


"What other classes do you have exams in?" she asked as she wrote down something at the 
top of her copy. 


"It's History of Magic, Maths, and, uh—" He had to think for a second. "English, Potions 
and Basic Spells." 


"Which one do you find the easiest?" 


Tommy hesitated, tapping his fingers on the table. "Potions probably? Did quite well in it last 
year." 


"And what's the most difficult?" 


A grimace. "Spells," he said, his voice dropping in volume, not really wanting the other 
students to hear, although the effort was probably futile. 


Niki just nodded and continued writing. When she was done, she pointed at a section of the 
paper about the 19th century. "I actually have a text and tasks on the Golden Age of Magic 
including Maskelyne and Devant in my office. I'll grab it real quick and you can start to work 
on that today while I figure out how to structure this class for you, alright?" 


"Sounds good." 


She smiled and turned to the rest of the students. "I will go grab something from my office so 
please continue working and we will start discussing your answers as soon as I'm back in 5 
minutes at the longest." 


There were some hums and mumbles, the person that previously received an extra piece of 
pastry from their friend mumbling how they weren't even close to done yet. Niki just said it 
was fine while she was crossing the room to leave, they would just start and see how far 
everyone has gotten, so there was no need to finish completely. With clacking heels and a 
short wave, she disappeared through the door. 


Shroud made his way up Tommy's shoulder while the boy leaned his head on his hand and 
started watching the other students. Sapnap was whispering to George, asking what he had 
written down. George just told him to figure it out on his own but, after a couple of minutes, 
gave in to the constant pleading and pushed his worksheet over, eliciting a quiet noise of 
victory from the other. 


While Sapnap was copying the answers, George read through one of the extra papers he had 
gotten while absentmindedly fiddling with what Tommy only now realized was a wand. 


He wasn't sure how he didn't spot it next to the boy's notebook earlier but it was unmistakably 
a dark wooden wand with engraved silver symbols running down the whole length of one of 
its sides. Now that he knew it was there, Tommy thought he could feel a faint magical aura 
coming from it, too, though it could also just have been his imagination. 


He eyed George for a moment. The wand meant that he probably didn't have strong magic, 
needing it to be able to focus his energy in one place more easily so he would be able to cast 
any spells at all. Maybe that was why he was in this class in the first place. Maybe he needed 
the extra practice to make up for weak magical energy. 


Tommy shook his head and looked away. It was dumb to assume. A wand and weak magical 
energy didn't automatically mean a person was bad at magic. There were plenty of great 
magicians and a whole bunch of Tommy's own pretty talented classmates that used them. The 
wands meant nothing more than that the person had some extra support while casting. 


Tommy was kind of jealous. 


Sometimes he wished that the only thing that would prevent him from spellcasting better was 
a weaker energy. Then he could simply get a wand as well and pass his classes much more 
easily. He wouldn't have to settle on only casting spells most children could do as well. 


Maybe he could have even saved his mother that way. 
Maybe he could've fought the man that attacked them. 


Maybe his protective spell wouldn't have turned into the curse it was now. 


Shroud's tickling legs on his cheek, pulled him from his thoughts. Tommy huffed, picked him 
up and held him in front of his face, looking closely into the eyes of the spider. "Yeah, I know 
our bond would be different if I had weaker magical energy. I wouldn't trade you away like 
that, don't worry," he whispered and then promptly held the spider to the top of his head to let 
it climb into his hair. 


His eyes flew back to the wand underneath George's fingers and to Sapnap erasing something 
from his worksheet with a frustrated grimace. 


Niki returned and finally gave him something he could focus and work on. The class started 
discussing the results of their English tasks and Tommy thought there were worse ways to 
spend his afternoon studying. 


"Tommy! How are you doing? How were your first days?" 


The boy's shoulders sagged as he heard his father's voice through the speaker of his phone. 
He leaned against the tall stone wall by one of the back entrances of the school-grounds that 
lead to the forest behind. Shroud moved over his unoccupied hand as Tommy turned it with 
the spider's movements. 


"Hi, Dad," Tommy responded and closed his eyes. He had started feeling the strain of a full 
day of classes taking a toll on his sight a little while ago. "It's going okay. Everything's as it 
used to be. Nothing special really." 


"Yeah?" An edge of relief was audible in the man's voice. "I'm glad to hear that." There was 
some rustling and a distant and very familiar 'caw' Tommy could make out. "How are you 
feeling? Hope you didn't already forget to take your meds?" 


"I took them, don't worry—" 

"What about your glasses? Are you seeing alright? Do your eyes hurt?" 

Tommy hesitated. 

"I swear to god, Tom Watson, I will come over there and super glue them to your face." 
The boy laughed at the lighthearted threat. "Yeah? Try me, bitch." 

"Just you wait.." 


Tommy opened his eyes again and let them roam aimlessly over the back of the dorm 
building he could see from here. He focused on the ivy that covered a large portion of the 
stone. "How's mum?" he asked carefully. 


Tommy missed the relaxed tone in his father's voice immediately. "No changes since you left 
unfortunately. Kristin's still unresponsive to all treatments so far but—" Tommy curiously 
raised his brows. "—if everything works out like planned, the new doctors will start a 
different form of therapy by the end of the week. They are quite confident that we will finally 
be able to see some improvements then." 


"Oh!" Tommy blinked and turned his eyes away from the ivy. "That sounds good, doesn't it?" 


"It does," Phil agreed, though his tone betrayed any optimism. "I'm a bit skeptical but if it 
works I will be the last one to complain, y'know?" 


Tommy's heart sank with disappointment. "Fair." He swallowed. "But they are specialists 
after all." 


Phil scoffed. "They think of themselves as being very special at the very least." He chuckled 
dryly. "We will see how it goes." 


Shroud nestled into his palm, as Tommy bit his lip. "Keep me updated?" 


"Of course, Toms." A short pause. The wind was blowing leaves through the air. "I can sense 
your guilt from all the way over here." 


Tommy grimaced. 

"Remember it's not your fault." 

"But—" 

"Not your fault, Tom. It was an attack and an accident." 


He huffed and raised his hand to try and scratch the itching scars on the one holding the 
phone. Shroud used the opportunity to climb on the device. "Yeah, sure.." 


"Is that—" There was a heavy sigh on the other side of the line. "Is that why you're not taking 
care of yourself properly?" Phil asked suddenly. 


"Huh?" Tommy froze. "What? I— I am!" 
"Your glasses?" 


He sputtered. "They're just glasses! They don't mean anything! I took my pills, I had lunch, I 


" 


"I know you felt like you didn't have a choice regarding going back to school and I wanted to 
apologize for that." There was a short break. "You know your health is the most important to 
me, right?" 


"Uh.." Tommy concentrated on the feeling of Shroud's legs on his fingers. Somewhere in the 
back of his mind, Tommy wondered where his dad was at the moment. Home? At the 
hospital? At work? "Sure. Yeah." 


"I said that I wanted you back at the academy to know you're taken care of and are able to 
recover and have some normalcy but—" A sigh. "If you don't think it'll be possible for you to 
get better there and want to come home instead, that's fine. You can come back whenever you 
want." 


"Huh." Tommy furrowed his brow. "Sounds like something Mum would say." 


Phil laughed, surprised. "Yeah, right? Probably means that's the correct thing to say, doesn't 
it?" 


Tommy chuckled lightly and rubbed his hand over his face. "Thanks, Dad. But—" He looked 
up at the setting sun and thought of why he wanted to come here in the first place. To not 
bother his father. To be a good student. To see Tubbo again. "I think you were right actually. 
Being at school is probably for the best." He smirked. "And dinner here is so much better 
than yours, too!" 


"Ah, you fucker," Phil replied with an audible smile. "I ate there as well when I was younger 
and we both know that's a lie." 


"Is it?" 


"Shut" 


Someone was passing by Tommy, coming from the forest and entering the campus through 
the open gate. The sound of their shoes on concrete was familiar enough for him to look up, 
curious to see who it was. 


Ranboo. 


Tommy watched the tall boy hurry towards the dorms, his phone and a notebook clutched 
tightly to his chest. He tilted his head to try and get a glimpse of the boy's face and briefly 
considered calling out to him but immediately dismissed the thought again. Ranboo seemed 
stressed and in that case Tommy was probably the last person he wanted to talk to anyway. 
They weren't even friends. 


He turned back to the call. "Oh, by the way, how's Wilbur?" 


Phil thought for a moment. "I haven't seen him much these last two days now that I'm 
thinking about it. He was with your mother most of the time while I was busy, I'm sure. So 
nothing new there either." 


Tommy nodded. "I see.." 


"I'm sure he would be happy if you texted or called him yourself, though, instead of just 
asking me, don't you think?" 


"I don't," Tommy whispered to himself, feeling how the anxiety in his chest caused by Wilbur 
ignoring him turned into irritation. Still, he kept this feeling to himself and instead bit his 
tongue and responded out loud, "Guess I'll try doing that, Dad!" 


The bell in the clocktower rang, the sound echoing between the high walls of the school 
buildings. 


"Was that the bell? How late is it?" Phil asked. Something rustled. "It's dinner time now, isn't 
it?" 


Tommy hummed. "I should probably go." His heart dropped at the thought of another dinner 
as the one from the previous day. He hoped Tubbo's casual mood from earlier had stayed and 
there wouldn't be any more uncomfortable questions or awkward stares. 


"Eat well, okay?" his father said after a moment. "I'm glad you called. I was happy to hear 
you're doing alright." 


"You should eat as well, y'know," Tommy commented quickly, "and call me if anything 
changes with Mum." 


"Will do. Take care." He could hear Phil's crow caw again in the distance. "I love you, Toms." 


Tommy felt warmth spread through his chest, although his hands felt weirdly shaky all of the 
sudden. "Love you too, Dad. Tell Mum the same, please." 


"Of course. Talk to you later." 
Tommy hung up. 


He sighed. He was glad he had been able to make himself call his father but he feared he 
would just miss him even more now. 


Tubbo and Michael were sitting by themselves when Tommy arrived in the grand hall. Even 
after everyone had already chosen their meals and were starting to eat, there was no sign of 
Ranboo. 


Tommy watched quietly as Tubbo kept checking his phone. But when he eventually asked 
about the older boy not being there, Tubbo only made a dismissive hand gesture and said not 
to worry. Ranboo was apparently just stressed out because of some of his classes and felt too 
overwhelmed to eat with so many people around. Tubbo said he would check up on him in 
person as soon as he was done eating and Tommy left it at that. 


While he was eating (he was glad his appetite seemed to have returned for now) and tried to 
keep Shroud from climbing into his rice, Tommy explained how the tutoring class with Niki 
had been, what he had done there in detail and, after the other boy's nosy request, as 

discreetly as possible pointed out the other people in the class at their tables all over the hall. 


While doing so, he spotted George and Sapnap sitting with a blond guy he was sure he had 
seen around Techno before, though he couldn't really recall when, as well as a whole group of 
people that were by far the loudest students here. They were yelling and laughing loudly 
constantly even after teachers glared in their direction and told them to quiet down a bit. At 
the very end of the table, closest to the front, where the headmaster was eating, he spotted not 
only Niki's but also Techno's pink hair. He hadn't even realized his brother had been there the 
whole time. 


"The bald guy next to Niki would only need to wear a pink hat and the three of them would 
look like they're a band, like a boy group or something," Tubbo commented in between bites. 
Michael grunted softly as if to agree. 


Tommy smirked. "10 bucks they already have a name and, like, a classical music EP ready to 
be released at any moment. And if it's only to be able to annoy Wilbur." 


His phone lit up with a message. He squinted at the display and grimaced when he saw who it 
was. "How does he always do this," he mumbled to himself as he grabbed the phone and 
opened Wilbur's text. 


‘Sorry for the late reply, I just saw your text. Things are okay here, I guess. Hope classes are 
okay. Please tell Techno to check his phone. I can't reach him.' 


"Please tell Techno to check his phone?" Tommy repeated the message out loud, making 
Tubbo glance at him questioningly. The irritation he had felt earlier rose in his chest again. 
"Is that the only reason he even considers responding to me at all? There is no way he only 
just got my text, that guy is on his phone constantly! No need to fucking lie about ignoring 
me—" 


"Is that Wilbur? What—" Tubbo leaned forward as if it somehow made him able to see what 
Tommy was glaring at on his phone. 


"That dickhead has been ignoring me for fucking weeks and now he has the fucking nerve to 
respond to me just so that I may relay a message to his oh-so-beloved twin? Like what the 
fuck?!" His face was growing hot as he willed away frustrated tears. 


He was fucking pissed. 


All he had wanted was to chat with Wil for a bit and maybe get him to stop treating him like 
air now that he was back at the academy. Far away. But instead all he got was his brother's 
middle finger right in his face. 


Tommy slammed his hands on the table and spontaneously pushed himself from his seat, 
causing multiple people around him to startle and turn to him in annoyance. 


Tubbo seemed concerned, instinctively trying to get up as well before remembering the piglet 
on his lap. "What are you doing?" 


"Relaying Wil's message real quick," Tommy responded with a fake smile before turning to 
where Techno was sitting. 


He walked across the hall, carefully pushing past a couple people who just eyed him 
curiously. The uncomfortable feeling of being watched just further irritated him, so when 
Niki spotted him, she felt something was wrong immediately and frowned. She nudged 
Techno's side and the young man's eyes widened in surprise as well when he looked up from 
his dinner and spotted his younger brother walking towards him. 


"Tommy. What's up?" 


The boy tried to smile but knew it must have looked awkward. He was way too aware of how 
warm his face felt. He must have looked ridiculous. "Hey," he started, "Wilbur just texted me 
to tell you to kindly check your phone and respond to him." 


Techno seemed confused but quickly pulled his phone from his bag. "Yeah?" He scrolled on 
the display. "But I just replied to him not even an hour ago. Can I not eat dinner in peace 
without being bombarded with his messages for once?" 


Tommy thought the last sentence was probably supposed to be a joke to lighten the tense 
atmosphere that had settled around them but all he could focus on was how Wilbur had been 


texting Techno. He had been texting him and was talking to him and had replied to his 
messages all day. 


Wilbur was talking to Techno but hadn't even bothered to respond to Tommy asking him how 
he was doing until he needed something from him. 


Wilbur was talking to Techno. 


Tommy just nodded. "Sorry, apparently not! He doesn't want to be ignored by one of his 
brothers it seems, huh?" He shrugged dramatically. "Anyway, guess my job here is done. See 
ya around!" He turned on his heel and hurried back to his seat, ignoring his brother's eyes on 
him. 


Tubbo seemed utterly confused about what was going on but stuck to only throwing worried 
glances at his friend while they silently continued eating. Even Michael stayed quiet, and 
Shroud immediately climbed on Tommy's shoulder and stayed there the whole time. After 
some unenthusiastic bites from his half-finished dinner, Tommy pushed the plate away and 
got up again. "I'm not hungry anymore. I'll go to our room." 


Tubbo just nodded carefully. "Sure. I— I'll join you in a bit." 


Tommy didn't think he believed in the effect of luck potion, actually. 
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Blue & Grey 


Chapter Summary 


Tommy is stressed and hurt but Tubbo has plans to distract him from all that. To 
Tommy's dismay these plans include Ranboo, too. 


Chapter Notes 


Hi, there! A short content warning!! 


There is a short part in this chapter that deals with people having attacked schools and 
students in the past and if that is something you feel uncomfortable reading about please 
skip the section starting after "He huffed quietly, rubbing his hands over his face before 
frowning at the text in front of him again." and ending 8 paragraphs later at "Tommy 
turned his head and glanced at the boy playing on his phone. Not looking from above 
with the use of the mirrored ceiling, he realized he actually knew him." 


I will provide a short summary of that part in the chapter notes at the end for anyone that 
wants it! 


Please enjoy! c: 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


"Despite the witch-hunts officially having ended, in the 1780s magicians and entertainers like 
Gustavus Katterfelto and Joseph Pinetti still had to deal with the negative reputation magic 
had had throughout Europe for many centuries at this point. People that publicly performed 
their arts had to declare that they are not affiliated with satanic cults or work for other 
devilish creatures and demons or else had to fear non-magical citizens taking the law into 
their own hands. While many of today's magic academies had already existed at this point, 
only in 1888, when The Hermetic Order of the Golden Dawn was founded by William Robert 
Woodman, Samuel L.M. Mathers and William Wynn Westcott in England, were the six schools 
in the UK declared official institutions again and became spaces in which people with magic 
energy were able to practice and rediscover the medical potions and spells that were lost 
during the witch-hunts." 


Tommy dropped his pen on the thick textbook and rubbed his temples with a sigh. He had 
only been studying for a couple of hours, the big clock on the far wall of the main hall of the 
library showing it was only shortly after 4 p.m., but he felt utterly exhausted. His mind felt 
cloudy, his hands cold against his forehead, his eyes trying to stay shut each time he blinked. 


Leaning back in his chair, he stretched his neck and hands for a moment, trying to get rid of 
the tired stiffness in them, before looking up and meeting his own blue — blue not gray — eyes 
in one of the mirrors that filled most of the high ceiling of the library. He lazily stuck out his 
tongue at the reflection he was sure hadn't been quite this blurry last time he had looked up 
and watched himself copy the grimace in the mirror. 


He could see the desk he was sitting at as well as his books and the surrounding shelves from 
a bird's-eye view in the reflection. Another student who was sitting nearby was playing a 
game on his phone, tapping the screen in quick succession, despite the pile of books that was 
lying untouched in front of him. Tommy wished he could make out what exactly he was 


playing. 


He glanced between the history book and his phone. Now that he thought about it, he could 
take a break and play something as well, couldn't he? Not that he was someone who gamed 
on his phone a lot, much preferring his computer back at home or at the very least Tubbo's 
laptop, but he did have some things downloaded that could successfully waste his time for a 
while— 


Something in the back of his mind declared that his brother most certainly didn't interrupt his 
study session with dumb mobile games. 


Tommy's hand faltered in its motion to reach for his phone. He was here to study. He had 
weeks worth of texts to read and make notes of. If he wanted to try to even just get passing 
grades — nevermind being able to tell his father that he worked as much as Techno did — he 
couldn't just give up after a couple of hours. 


He huffed quietly, rubbing his hands over his face before frowning at the text in front of him 
again. 


"— spaces in which people with magic energy were able to practice and rediscover the 
medical potions and spells that were lost during the witch-hunts. Despite the public opinion 
of magic improving significantly during the first half of the 19th century (see 'East Asian 
Influences on Western Magic’) with the beginning of the Golden Age of Magic and until the 
early 20th century the academies and their students still frequently fell victim to attacks by 
magic and non-magic citizens alike who disagreed with a magic-focused education. Most 
famously, in 1896 the 'St. Jonah School of Arcane Arts' in Scotland was burned down by a 
mob of about 250 people, killing 67 students, teachers and faculty members. New laws and 
security measures all over the UK kept magic institutions save for nearly a century 
afterwards until in 1999 in East England three magicians got onto school-grounds of 
'Winterleigh Academy of Spellcasting and General Wizardry' and killed 7 people, declaring 
the "unnaturality of teaching magic in a uniform educational setting". Ever since, 
Winterleigh Academy put a great focus on having access to the best possible security 
surrounding the school, other magic academies following their lead—" 


This is stupid, Tommy decided, leaning back with a low groan. Being a student of the 
famously most secure magic school in Europe — possibly even the world — he already knew 
all this. Details of the attacks the town and school had suffered in the past were common 
knowledge when being at Winterleigh Academy just as much as the knowledge of when 
curfew or dinner time was. Even more so because Sam, being the embodiment of this 'best 


possible security’ , had talked about the responsibility he historically had on multiple 
occasions when Tommy skeptically asked him if even more security was really necessary. 


And if that wasn't enough already to be aware of the attacks, both his parents had been there 
when the men had started attacking their classmates. 


They didn't usually talk about it but Tommy knew from what Wilbur and Techno had told 
him that their parents were around 16 years old and had already been a couple for some 
months when it happened, hiding away together in an unused classroom when people started 
screaming and they realized what was happening. Despite Tommy's morbid curiosity when 
he was younger, his parents were unwilling to share anything more about that day, just 
sharing a short glance Tommy didn't know how to interpret with each other. He had dropped 
the topic eventually. 


Regardless of what they had experienced, they both let their magic sons leave to live for the 
majority of their time at the very same school years later, and if that didn't speak volumes 
about his parents' trust in the newly established security systems, Tommy didn't know what 
did. 


He half-heartedly wrote down the years in which each school had been attacked, drawing a 
small arrow behind each note to write down what had been done to prevent these situations 
from happening again before leaning forward and letting his head hit the desk with a quiet 
thud. 


Tommy turned his head and glanced at the boy playing on his phone. Not looking from above 
with the use of the mirrored ceiling, he realized he actually knew him. 


Well, 'know’' was a bit too big of a word probably. 


He was in the same year as Tommy, usually sitting in the back of the class on his phone and 
not saying a thing. Tommy watched him tap his thumbs against the screen in quick motions, 
teeth gnawing at his lower lip, blueish-purple eyes fixated on the game with an intensity that 
spoke of a competitive mindset. What was his name again? He knew he must have heard it 
before from teachers checking attendance out loud. 


The boy made a small victorious nose, his fingers pausing in their movements as he pulled 
the phone further from him, a smile passing his face for just a brief moment before his eyes 
fluttered up to suddenly meet Tommy's. 


Tommy quickly looked away, face growing hot at being caught staring. 
Awkward. Awkward. Awkward. 


He pushed himself back and very intensely looked at the notes in front of him, trying to act as 
if nothing had happened despite the other's eyes on him. 


It took a good couple of minutes for Tommy's heart rate to normalize again as he fiddled with 
his pen and stared at the words in front of him without reading any of them. He took a deep 


breath. He was the one not liking people watching him and still did the exact same thing to 
someone else. And he let himself be caught! 


So embarrassing. 


When Tommy eventually looked over to the boy once more, just to make sure he wasn't 
watching him anymore, he had his phone leaning against the pile of books in front of him, 
copying sigils that were shown in a video playing on it down on the back of a worksheet 
repeatedly, practicing. He averted his eyes quickly, not wanting to risk being caught staring 
again. He would rather die actually, thank you very much! 


With the other boy no longer playing on his phone, any thought of distracting himself as well 
vanished from Tommy's mind as he briefly raked his fingers through his hair, ignored the 
burning in his eyes and growing headache and continued studying. 


Tommy blinked sluggishly when he heard his name being called, pulling him from his mind's 
cloudy state of reading about 19th century history for what might have been minutes but 
could also have been hours for all he knew. Looking up, he spotted Tubbo enthusiastically 
waving at him as he not quite jogged, not quite skipped through the rows of tall bookshelves. 


He rubbed a fist over his eyes while waving back with the other hand. Begrudgingly, he 
realized his eyes wouldn't focus any better afterwards. 


"Tommy," Tubbo called with a grin, coming to a stop as he threw himself into a chair 
opposite of him, someone shushing the brown-haired boy from a couple tables over. Tubbo 
continued with a barely quieter voice, letting the compass that led him to Tommy fall against 
his chest. "I have an idea! Let's—" He stopped suddenly, face falling as he eyed his friend. 
"Are you okay?" 


Tommy could barely react before Tubbo had pressed a hand against his forehead. "Wha—" 


The shorter boy hummed for a moment, brow furrowing, before he pulled his hand back. 
"Doesn't seem like a fever," he commented, "but, man, you look like shit." 


"Wow, thanks." 


"No, seriously, though." Tubbo tilted his head. "You're, like, really pale. How long have you 
been studying?" 


Tommy blinked. "How late is it?" He tried to make out the time on the clock across the hall 
but his vision was too blurry for him to see. 


Tubbo followed his gaze, frowning. "It's 10 to 6." 


"Ah." Tommy thought for a moment. "Like four and a half hours?" 


"Geez, big man, you should take it slow. With classes this morning you've been working for, 
what, eight hours now? Nine?" Tubbo sighed. "Please tell me you had lunch at least. I didn't 
see you in the grand hall." 


"Sure, I" 

"Proper lunch. Not vending machine snacks." 
"What's wrong with snacks anyway?" 
"Tommy." 


He threw his hands up. "You start to sound like my dad," Tommy huffed. His headache made 
it difficult to think. His eyes burned more and more each moment they were open. He didn't 
even really remember what he had studied and written down for the last hours. He really 
didn't need anyone berating him right now. He rubbed his hand over his face. "What was that 
idea you came here for anyway?" 


Tubbo hesitated for a moment before giving in. "I wanted us to go into town this Friday!" His 
eyes peeked out big and with an excited glint to them from under his bangs. "I'll pay for 
everything!" 


Tommy blinked. "Us?" 

"Ranboo, you and I!" 

Of course. 

It was always about Ranboo. 

"Why?" 

The other looked at him for a moment. "Because I would like us to hang out?" 
"We're hanging out right now, aren't we?" 


A huff. "Don't be a pain in the arse. You know what I mean! Ranboo has been stressed the 
fuck out for weeks and badly needs a day away from campus and do something fun. And 
you're just the same!" Tubbo crossed his arms in front of him. "And we three have never done 
anything like that together before. It's always just been you and I or Ranboo and I." He met 
Tommy's eyes. "I want to have a fun and relaxing day in town, away from worrying about 
school and everything else, with both of my best friends." 


A pause. 
"I missed you. Please come along." 


And how was Tommy supposed to say no to that? Tubbo was trying so hard to make this 
work. Make them work even when Tommy was sure it was useless. That Tubbo would realize 
things were easier and much more natural with just Ranboo. That Tommy was just making 


things worse for all of them. But if all he had to do to keep Tubbo from cutting him off yet 
was spending a day with him and Ranboo in town— 


Tommy nodded slowly, eyes catching on the books in front of him. He bit his lip. "I should 
really use the time studying, though. Do you know how behind I am?" He grimaced with an 
awkward smirk. "Very!" 


Tubbo chuckled and reached over the table to close the textbook in front of Tommy with a 
quick motion before the boy could protest. "You'll have enough time for studying! You need 
breaks for your brain to work anyway." 


"I'm not sure that's how it works—" 


"It literally is." Tubbo sighed. "How about this? We study together for a couple days a week 
but in return you have to chill out and do fun stuff with me every once in a while, okay?" 


Tommy raised a brow at him. "You're good at History of Magic? Or English?" 


A grimace split Tubbo's face as he tilted his head, considering. "Ranboo is, though. We could 
all study together and help each other with whatever we don't get and share notes and stuff! 
Together with your tutoring that should be enough to catch up, isn't it?" 


The blond boy doubted it but nodded nonetheless. "Okay, yeah." 


He had missed seeing Tubbo this excited as he helped him push his books and notes into his 
bag, talking quickly, took his hand (so warm against Tommy's cold fingers) and pulled him 
out of his chair. 


Both of them pretended to not see how Tommy stumbled as his blood pressure dropped from 
standing up too quickly after hours of sitting. Taking a second to lean against the desk, 
blinking away stars dancing in front of his eyes, he felt someone pass by them with fast steps. 


"Purpled! I was searching for you." 


Tommy looked up, steady enough to let go of the table again, and saw a young man ina 
white button-up, dark hair pushed under a blue beanie, grab a chair and sit down next to the 
blond boy — Purpled — who he hadn't realized was still studying with his phone nearby. He 
seemed surprised by the presence of the man that approached him but relaxed a moment later 
so Tommy guessed they were friends. 


Tubbo gently tugged at Tommy's hand, reminding him that they had been about to leave. 


He should probably eat something. 


Did he take his meds today? 


He couldn't quite remember. 


"Mr. Watson," Tommy's Basic Spells professor acknowledged his presence with a raise of his 
eyebrow the next day. "I've heard you were supposed to be back but I couldn't believe it until 
now. Glad to see you've decided to join us today." 


Tommy just nodded with a short greeting as he tried to not shift under the eyes of his 
classmates that were suddenly on him, someone beginning to whisper somewhere to his left. 
Tubbo nudged his side comfortingly. 


He hadn't looked forward to Thursday. 


It was his longest day (now sharing the title with Tuesdays thanks to Niki's tutoring), classes 
spreading from way too early in the morning all the way up until dinner time. And, to make 
matters worse, all classes he had were ones he would write exams in, meaning he couldn't 
afford to let his concentration slip or get bored and distracted for the sake of being able to 
catch up or even just understand what he had to study after class by himself. And even after 
Tubbo had reminded him to take his medicine right after waking up that morning, they ate 
breakfast together and Tommy successfully made it through his Potions class, Tommy didn't 
think he was up for the task. 


And of course, out of all things, the topic his Basic Spells class revolved around today was 
how spells executed with the wrong intention — internal intention and audible confirmation 
in the form of a spell being spoken being the two integral parts of casting magic — could 
under certain circumstances turn against the caster themself or transform into a curse. 


He knew it had nothing to do with him being back. Of course it didn't. The dangers of badly 
executed spells were a normal topic to discuss in class and an important part of studying 
spellcasting. Common knowledge really. It was a dumb coincidence that this was the first 
thing they would talk about after he returned to the academy. 


No one knew about what he had done. 


It didn't stop it from feeling targeted — like the universe was mocking him — as Tommy sat 
frozen and tried to not give way to his quickening breaths, thoughts caught in a spiral of— 


A palm pressed over his face, foreign words in his ears, unable to move while everything in 
him screamed and screamed and screamed for him to react and fight and— 


It was so cold. 


So fucking cold. 


His mother's presence somewhere behind him. 
Please protect her. Please protect her. Please protect— 


"You good?" Tubbo's whispered voice cut through his thoughts. Tommy blinked in his 
direction. His friend looked troubled. "If this topic is too—" 


"Mr. Schlatt!" They both flinched, eyes reflexively snapping up at their teacher. "If you have 
the time to chat with your seatmate on his very first day back in my class, I'm sure you can 
also tell me what effects failed spells can have on the body of the caster?" 


"You know it's just Tubbo." He narrowed his eyes. "Don't call me by my father's name." 
A scoff. "Don't act like it's not a privileged name to have, young man." 

Tommy could feel Tubbo tense next to him. 

"Do I look like I give a shit?" 

The whole class went still. 


"Remember where you are." Their professor took a couple steps towards them. "I'm the one 
to grade your work after all." 


Tubbo huffed and leaned back in his chair with crossed arms. "What are you gonna do? Kick 
me out? Fail me for no reason? When I have such a privileged name as you say? Fat chance." 


"I'm sure your father would not appreciate this sort of behavior from you." 


"Oh, boohoo, I'm so scared!" Tubbo replied with a roll of his eyes. "Go on and try and get me 
in trouble with my father, huh? See how that goes." He glanced in Tommy's direction for a 
short moment before looking back to the front with a silent sigh. "And, just for your 
information, I know that failed spells can drain someone's magical energy and have effects on 
the soul and body in general and shit, too. Would've told you if you just asked properly, 
y'know." 


Before their teacher could respond, Tommy interrupted him by quickly raising a shaky arm. 
"May I go to the bathroom?" 


Deep breaths. 
In. 
Hold. 


Just like Techno taught you. 


Out. 


Tommy gripped the edge of the sink tightly. This was ridiculous. Nothing happened. He 
shouldn't feel this panicked just because curses were mentioned in one of his classes. 


Get a fucking grip. 


He turned on the faucet, cold at first, though, as soon as he put his hands under the water and 
felt the chill going through his arms, he suppressed a flinch and turned the water warmer, 
before splashing some into his face. It didn't have the grounding effect that Tommy craved on 
his mind. He rubbed his hands over his face in frustration. 


It's just cold water. This is so stupid. 

He caught his eyes in the mirror— 

Piercing blue. Ice cold. 

A curse being burned into the back of his eves— 


He turned away, mindlessly reaching for a paper towel and wiping his face and hands dry. 
Staring at the empty stalls of the bathroom, Tommy pressed his fists into his temples. "Get a 


fucking grip." 


Something rustled under his shoes and Tommy glanced down at a piece of paper with a photo 
of a man in his thirties and a phone number printed underneath. 


He was missing. 


Tommy carefully picked it up, reading over it, trying to distract himself from the racing heart. 
A magician who disappeared after a night on the beach by Brighton a couple weeks ago. It 
was far away from Winterleigh. Tommy wasn't sure who left this here out of all places. And 
how it got to the bathroom floor. 


With shaking fingers he placed the flier on the edge of the sink. 


He felt sick. 


Somehow Tommy was able to make it through the rest of the day, more on autopilot than 
anything else, listening to the lectures but unable to make any sense of the words that were 
being said. It was exhausting and, when he was finally able to sit down in his dorm and feel 
Shroud's presence close, he was barely able to hold back tears of frustration at the realization 
that he in fact had not been able to keep up his concentration and be a good student like he 
wanted to. And Tubbo as well had been on edge and tense the whole day, spending his 
evening quietly watching a movie on his bed with a sleeping Michael in his arms, very 
clearly uninterested in interacting with anyone at the moment. 


Tommy was sure that a piglet was not supposed to be asleep as often as Michael was. Too 
exhausted to walk anywhere without being carried. Maybe he was just too close to having 
another breakdown but he didn't know how Ranboo and Tubbo dealt with that realization. His 
heart hurt. 


He put on his headphones, climbed onto his bed and, with the familiar sound of his brother's 
voice in his ears and a pillow clutched tightly to his chest, tried to fall asleep. 


In contrast to how long and exhausting the previous day was, Friday's classes passed quickly, 
Tommy already finding himself exchanging his uniform for a big red hoodie and relaxing 
into the soft fabric that still vaguely smelled of the fabric softener that his family used back at 
home shortly after lunch started. With a glance at the gray clouds outside of the window, he 
decided to take a jacket as well, pushing his wallet, phone and painkillers into the pockets. 


He fed Shroud and told the spider to behave before accompanying Tubbo as he was bringing 
Michael to the school's animal care center so the piglet could spend the day being looked 
after and playing with some other animals instead of staying in their dorm by himself all day. 


They briefly had to wait for Ranboo by the front plaza of the school, a visibly excited Tubbo 
using the opportunity to list all the different fun things they could do in town and, despite the 
underlying anxiety Tommy still felt crawling underneath his skin, he couldn't help but be 
infected by his best friend's good mood, quickly making different suggestions himself. 


Ranboo arrived a couple minutes later, out of breath and dressed in a, in Tommy's humble 
opinion, horrendous button-up shirt covered in dozens of small white cats over a band shirt, 
his black mask and scarf hiding most of his face as usual. Tommy kept his opinion on 
Ranboo's fashion choices to himself, however much it was itching his fingers to do so, and he 
thought Tubbo should award him a medal for that, actually. He's really trying for him here, 
okay? 


Together, they took the metro to the most modern part of the small town, though there still 
wasn't more than just a couple of streets with the occasional shop and restaurant. Leading 
them past a couple different stores — one was a run-down tanning salon, one sold hundreds 
of different creepy porcelain dolls, one was just a normal place to buy normal clothes as far 
as Tommy could tell — Tubbo brought them to a pub-like diner with a dark wooden front and 
tinted window panes. The shorter boy stressed how tasty the food had been last time he was 
here and strongly advised both Tommy and Ranboo on what burgers they should get after 
sitting down at one of the few empty tables, other students and a young family having 
occupied the majority of the restaurant and filling the air with the clinking of cutlery against 
plates and casual conversations one could easily eavesdrop to if wanted. 


With a glance at the school emblem stitched onto Tubbo's jacket and a smile, their waitress 
asked them if they were Winterleight Academy students, which Tubbo confirmed, while she 
sat down their burgers and soda in front of them. She jokingly told them to keep the spells to 
a minimum before telling them to enjoy their food, the greasy smell of a freshly made 
cheeseburger and chips making Tommy's mouth water immediately. 


"And then Enderchest — my, uh, cat familiar," Ranboo specified in Tommy's direction, 
"pushed the vase off the table, so I obviously tried to fix it before my mums got home and, 
yeah, I looked up repair spells in like eight or nine different languages. Forgot pretty much all 
of them by now, though." A pause. "Also I didn't get any of them to work actually so the vase 
was very much still broken by the time everyone was back from work." 


Tubbo chuckled around a bite of his burger. "Served you right!" 


"Didn't know you have a familiar," Tommy commented and reached over to dip one of his 
chips in Tubbo's ketchup before Ranboo could respond. 


"Mhm? Oh, yeah—" Ranboo unconsciously tugged his scarf higher on his face despite them 
eating, his mask lying next to his plate. "He's at my parent's house, so.." 


Tommy took a sip of his coke and eyed the other for a short moment. "Why? You could've 
brought a cat to school, couldn't you?" He tilted his head. "Must suck to not have your 
familiar with you, is all." 


He thought about Shroud. Being separated from the spider for only a couple of days felt bad 
enough already, his presence being a constant comfort — magic complimenting his own in a 
way that was soothing in his chest with every unconscious exchange of energy — that 
Tommy wouldn't want to miss, especially when away from his family. He couldn't imagine 
what it was like to not be able to be with him whenever he wanted to. 


Of course, not every pet and familiar would be allowed or comfortable living on school- 
grounds but cats were some of the most common pets at the academy so Tommy didn't see 
any reason not to bring one. 


Ranboo stilled for a moment, blinking at his plate with a distant look in his eyes before 
shaking his head with a lopsided smile. "Never thought about that." 


Tommy just raised an eyebrow at him. "You're fucking weird." 


"Yeah, I heard that before," Ranboo replied with a laugh. 


After everyone finished their lunch, Tubbo quickly dragged them out of the restaurant and 
further down the street to an arcade, a small, old thing with colorful fluorescent lights and 
sticky floors. A handful of other kids and young teenagers were playing at the different 


machines, digital gunshots and the squeaking tires of a race car machine filling the room 
along the beat of an 80s music playlist coming from old speakers on the walls. 


"I've got enough money," Tubbo exclaimed loudly, patting the wallet in the pocket of his 
jacket, while the three were looking at different games and machines to try and decide on 
what to play first, "so we can play for as long as we want!" 


"You already paid for all our food, don't you think—" Ranboo began but was immediately 
interrupted by a punch to his arm. He rubbed the spot with a wince. 


"I said I would pay for everything today, didn't I?" 
"But—" 


"It's my Dad's money, Boo! There is literally no better use than wasting it on burgers and 
arcade machines," Tubbo stressed. "He will be so pissed when he realizes I, once again, spent 
it on this—" He gestured vaguely. "—instead of buying expensive clothes or shit. It'll be 
amazing! And it's either this or I wouldn't touch the money at all." 


Tommy understood Ranboo's reluctance to accept the money. 


It always felt weird. If it wasn't for Tubbo wanting to pay, even if just to make sure that it'll 
be a perfect, fun day without anyone feeling left out, he probably would have rejected the 
offer, too. He had been friends with him for long enough by now, however, to understand it 
was neither a way to force Tommy into spending time with him, nor to make him feel bad or 
like he couldn't afford things that Tubbo could. He just genuinely wanted to have a good time 
and be sure everyone else was enjoying their time without any worries as well. 


Tommy was fairly sure he had heard Tubbo mention before that Ranboo, just like him, was 
adopted and had spent some time in the foster system when he was younger — though he 
didn't know how much time that actually was. It took Tommy himself a couple years at the 
Watsons' house until he had been able to leave (most) old habits from foster care behind him 
and got used to his parents and brothers spending money on him for no other reason than that 
they wanted to and it was their duty as his caretakers. That there was no one keeping track of 
how much money Tommy owed them, reminding him to get a job to pay it all off as soon as 
he would be old enough to do so. That he wouldn't be called ungrateful if his necessities were 
paid for and, simultaneously, be greedy if he asked for even the smallest things. 


He wondered if Ranboo had similar experiences which caused him to feel uncomfortable or 
cautious at the prospect of Tubbo paying for him. 


Either way, Tommy agreed that spending Tubbo's father's money on harmless and fun shit 
was probably more of a heroic service to society than anything else anyway, however weird 
the thought of Tubbo intentionally pissing his father off was making him feel. 


Although Ranboo continued to be reluctant, Tubbo, of course, ended up paying for 
everything and, honestly, it was so fucking worth it. All three of them had a blast, battling 
each other — and a couple of other kids that challenged them — for high scores and honor 
for hours. 


Tubbo, after multiple unsuccessful tries, attempted to make the bee plushie he had spotted in 
one of the claw machines levitate to 'win' it, complaining about how rigged the whole system 
was. The enchantment on the machine detected the magic, however, and its anti-cheat system 
closed the hole off with a small alarm and a message that said that using magic to trick any 
system, machine and game within the arcade was banned flashing in front of the three boy's 
eyes. A girl that had watched them laughed and told them to step aside while she did 'her 
magic’. In just two tries, she was able to, legitimately, win the bee blushie, all four of them 
waiting with bated breaths when the claw successfully grabbed it and carried it to drop 
through the hole. As she held it in her hand with a victorious grin, they laughed and cheered 
loudly which didn't even stop when the girl made Tubbo pay 20 pounds to keep the bee 
himself. 


Plushie acquired, they bought incredibly sweet fizzy soda — Tommy using the opportunity to 
take a painkiller, the bright lights, flashing screens and loud music slowly but surely chipping 
away at his brain, however much he was distracted from it at the moment — and Tubbo 
challenged Ranboo to a dance battle at one of the machines. The taller boy agreed with more 
enthusiasm than Tommy had expected him to and, sipping his drink and unconsciously 
chewing on his straw as he watched the two step and jump from button to button to the beat 
of an old pop song, he was unable to keep himself from cheering for Ranboo as the lanky boy 
moved his limbs with little elegance but more energy and competitiveness than he had ever 
seen from him before. That's how they suddenly found themselves teaming up in their effort 
to annoy and tease Tubbo in order to distract him from the game. Tubbo just dramatically 
took off his jacket and won the dance battle three consecutive times. 


Somehow afterwards, Tommy and Ranboo found themselves being pushed into opposite 
seats of a small table by the soda machines for an arms wrestling match that they had no say 
in because Tubbo, as the prize for being the better dancer, wanted to see which one of his 
‘weak-ass friends' was the 'superior weak-ass friend’. Ranboo muttered that last he knew they 
weren't Tubbo's court jesters which made Tommy snort but it was to no avail. The two boys 
shared another glance, shrugged and gripped their right hands as Tubbo cheered them on, 
alarming a couple of younger kids to watch them from where they stood by their games as 
well. 


Through the eyes on them, the heat of the arcade and Tommy's fighting spirit kicking in, he 
could nearly ignore how cold and clammy Ranboo's hand was in his. 


To Tommy's absolute dismay, after a close back and forth, Ranboo won. 


Tommy loudly blamed it on Ranboo’s sweaty hand, the older boy immediately apologizing 
over and over again, face growing red behind his mask as he quickly rubbed his hands over 
his pants. Tubbo said they could do a rematch if Tommy insisted it had been unfair but 
stressed he couldn’t blame it on anything if he lost again. Tommy begrudgingly accepted his 
defeat. 


Later, he randomly noticed that he felt much more comfortable joking around and chatting 
with Ranboo and realized that that had been Tubbo's plan from the very beginning. He 
couldn't even annoyed at the trick. Maybe Ranboo really wasn't as bad and boring and out to 


steal Tubbo from him as Tommy's mind had made him out to be. Maybe it really was just 
jealousy clouding his mind unnecessarily. 


Maybe it wouldn't be too terrible to hang out with both of them again some time. 


The realization was embarrassing. 


As the winner of the arm wrestling match, Ranboo was told to decide on what they would do 
after leaving the arcade, Tubbo giving him a long list of possibilities which only 
overwhelmed the boy, however. Deciding on what he thought would take up the least time of 
their day to escape the sudden responsibility, they left the arcade and made their way down a 
couple streets in the direction of a, in Winterleigh, well-known candy store. 


Leaving behind all the lights, yells, music and stale air by stepping into the much quieter 
street and suddenly being hit by cool air that already tasted like upcoming rain felt like they 
stepped through a portal back into the real world after spending all afternoon in some sort of 
parallel dimension. The overwhelming sensation of changing sensory input hit Tommy like 
being thrown into a lake of cold water. He suddenly felt too aware of his body, his heart 
racing, the sweet and sticky feeling of orange-flavored soda still on his tongue, his ears 
ringing slightly as his hands and head felt like they were submerged in static. The lights of 
the arcade machine were still flashing in front of his eyes when he blinked even if his vision, 
at least for the moment, wasn't quite as blurry as he had feared. 


Tubbo asked him if he was doing alright when Tommy needed a moment to adjust but the 
younger boy just threw him a thumbs up. 


Though Tommy didn't particularly feel like eating anything sweet at the moment (he actually 
really craved a big glass of water just to get rid of the sticky feeling on his tongue), when the 
three boys arrived at the candy store, Tubbo beckoned each one of them to chose a couple 
different chocolates for themselves. Tommy got some ordinary white chocolate and a pack of 
overly expensive thin mints he didn't know he would like but had Techno seen eat before 
while Tubbo pushed a small package of different flavored pralines filled with potions into 
both Ranboo and Tommy's hands. 


A glance at the back of it told them it included multiple pieces with regeneration and luck 
potions as well as one with water breathing, one with fire resistance and one with night 
vision. Tommy threw a questioning look at Tubbo who agreed it was a weird mix of effects 
for some chocolates but said they were tasty either way and they would find a fun use for 
most of them somehow. 


Ranboo just shrugged and bit into one of his non-magical chocolate bars. 


They originally wanted to go to a nearby park to sit down and chat for a bit while taste- 
testing some of their sweets but when Ranboo winced at the feeling of a raindrop hitting his 
skin mid-sentence, they quickly decided to find shelter in the nearest electronics store and 


wait out the rain in between DVDs, video games and expensive computers instead. 
Unfortunately, they weren't the only ones who had this idea and there were much more 
people in the store than Tommy was comfortable with, though he tried to not pay too much 
attention to it as the three showed each other weird covers of music disks, games they used to 
play when they were younger and consoles they hoped they could get for christmas. 


Someone brushed Tommy's arm passing by, making him flinch more than probably 
appropriate. He had really tried to not make it obvious how on edge he was with the amount 
of people around, nervously rubbing his hands over his hoodie, but the eyes of an employee 
that had been watching the three ever since they entered wasn't making things any better. He 
hoped the rain would end soon. 


Out of the corner of his eye, he saw Ranboo tense at something and walked to his side, 
eyeing the laptops displayed in front of them. "What are you looking at?" 


Ranboo tugged on his mask, eyes fixated on one specific device. "I'm 98% sure I own this 
exact model of laptop and that my parents got it for me last christmas but—" He frowned. "I 
can't remember where it is." 


Tommy looked at him with a blank face, momentarily distracted from the eyes on him. "You 
can't remember?" 


The taller boy frowned and glanced at Tommy for a short moment before averting his eyes. 
"You know I forget stuff a lot," he reminded him. "And I can't recall if I even brought it with 
me after summer vacation." 


"I thought you not remembering shit was more of an 'oh look at me I'm so quirky'-thing than 
an actual issue." 


Ranboo tilted his head. 


"I— I mean," Tommy quickly continued, realizing how fucking insensitive he sounded, "I 
just— kinda assumed. I don't know." He pushed his hands deep into the pockets of his 
hoodie, eyes automatically searching for Tubbo who was standing by the movies, talking to 
someone on his phone with his bee plushie under his arm. Tommy swallowed. "Sorry." 


Ranboo was quiet for a moment before humming lowly. "Well, now you know." His voice 
dropped, making Tommy anxiously look back at him, though the older was staring at the 
laptop again. "I really don't want to forget where I put my stuff or what floor my room is on 


La 


or if I called my mums today. Would definitely love to not have that be an ‘actual issue’. 


Tommy grimaced. He tried to put some distance between himself and an elderly man 
checking out the laptop next to him. "Sorry, that must be really annoying.." 


"Sure is," Ranboo agreed with a sigh, fiddling with his hands. "And it— it's been extra bad 
for a while now. I forget a lot of things I know are important and it's super frustrating and I— 
I keep missing my parents because it feels like I haven't talked to them in ages even though I 
have." 


Tommy's chest constricted. 
Others miss their families, too. 


He remembered exactly when he last talked to each of his parents and what they had said in 
detail — too much detail even — but he missed them and wished for nothing more than 
being able to talk to his mother again. He wasn't sure why he had assumed no one else would 
even vaguely understand what that felt like. Maybe the situations weren't quite comparable 
but hearing the frustration in Ranboo's voice made Tommy consider that maybe he shouldn't 
be complaining all the time. 


"I didn't know that. I'm sorry," he repeated again. He didn't quite know what else to say. 


Ranboo just nodded and awkwardly nudged Tommy's shoulder as he finally turned away 
from the laptop, looking in Tubbo's direction to see him still talking on his phone. He 
motioned for them to get closer and wait for the end of the call while looking through the 
movies and series there. 


Tommy tried to keep his hands from shaking while passing through the crowd in between 
them and Tubbo, lowering his head in hopes of finally getting rid of the itch at the back of his 
mind that was people sti// watching him. 


"The arcade was really fun, wasn't it?" Ranboo asked offhandedly, very obviously trying to 
change the topic to something more lighthearted again. "More fun than I had in ages, to be 
honest. Though a tad bit overwhelming." 


They reached the aisle Tubbo was in, making brief eye-contact with the shorter boy who 
mouthed that it was his uncle on the phone before responding to something said on the other 
side. 


Tommy hummed, eyes roaming aimlessly over the assortment of DVDs and blu-rays in front 
of him. "Yeah, agree." 


A young kid reached past him out of nowhere, causing Tommy to stumble a step to the side, 
biting his lip as the child grabbed a movie with a red-haired pirate and a ferret on the cover 
off of the shelf and ran into the opposite direction again, yelling something to their parents. 
Tommy cursed under his breath and rubbed his hand over his face, trying to calm his racing 
heart again. He could feel Ranboo's eyes on him. 


"Please stop looking at me." 
"Oh, sorry— I— I didn't—" Ranboo apologized quickly, looking away. 


"It has nothing to do with you," Tommy assured him, grabbing a random movie from the 
display just to have something to do with his hands. "Just don't like the feeling of being 
watched a lot currently. Makes me feel all weird and shit. I know it's fucking stupid but—" 
He gestured vaguely with the blu-ray in his hand. "—please don't." 


"It's not stupid at all. I get it, don't worry." The taller boy leaned against the shelf next to him, 
eyes on Tubbo who seemed to finally wrap up his call. "I also feel uncomfortable when 
people are looking at me too much or even just when I have to hold eye contact for a couple 
seconds, really. It's why I wear this—" He gestured to his mask and scarf. "Makes me feel 
better in crowds. Uh, maybe you should—" In a quick motion, he took off the scarf and held 
it towards Tommy, who blinked at him. "If— If you want to you can have it for the rest of the 
day. Of course you don't have to but— I just— I thought, um, it's pretty soft and— I don't—" 


A warm feeling spread in Tommy's chest. He coughed. "I'm not convinced that works," he 
started, quickly continuing when Ranboo visibly faltered, "but I wouldn't say no to trying. I 
mean— Just, don't you need it?" 


Ranboo shrugged and, after a moment of waiting for Tommy's permission, wrapped the scarf 
around the younger boy's neck, the black fabric brushing softly against his skin. "I still have 
the mask so it's not a big deal, honestly." 


Tommy pulled the scarf up over his mouth like he had seen Ranboo do before, the slight 
scent of what he assumed was the boy's deodorant filling his nose unexpectedly. 


Why did this remind him of Wilbur? 


He would have wrapped a scarf around his neck in just the same way, the fabric smelling of 
his terrible after-shave, happy to be able to coddle his younger brother for once and Tommy 
would have called him a bitch but let him do it, secretly (or not-so-secretly) craving the 
attention and palpable love. Wilbur would have called him a gremlin and ruffled his hair with 
that one smile of his that Tommy knew was only reserved for him. The thought made his 
heart hurt, sudden tears welling up in his eyes. 


God, he fucking missed his brother. 


And stupid Ranboo and his stupid scarf and his stupid goddamn size that, despite his age, was 
already nearing Wilbur's sure as fuck wasn't helping. 


Fucking embarrassing. 


Thankfully, Ranboo didn't seem aware of the emotional rollercoaster Tommy just went 
through and didn't let his eyes linger on the younger boy for any longer than necessary. It 
gave Tommy the opportunity to blink away the tears in his eyes and take a deep breath. 


Pushing his phone into the pocket of his jacket, Tubbo finally walked over, the badly 
suppressed grin on his face telling Tommy that he had seen the scarf exchange, though he 
didn't mention it. "Sorry, my uncle was very vehemently asking how I'm doing in way too 
much detail." He grimaced but Tommy knew he actually looked up to his uncle a lot. "Asked 
where I would spend Halloween this year as well." 


Tommy's first instinct was to remind Tubbo of the plans they had already made for 
Halloween. That Tubbo was supposed to come over to stay at his place for the weekend and 
that they wanted to celebrate together with his family, dress up and eat candies until they 


would feel sick. They wanted to watch movies and try to scare the shit out of Wilbur. The 
realization that that wouldn't happen felt like a kick to his chest. 


His family wouldn't celebrate this year. 
"I—" He shifted. "What did you tell him?" 


"That I'll probably spend it with friends somehow," Tubbo responded with a shrug. "Didn't 
know what your plans are at the moment." 


Tommy frowned, burrowing his nose in the scarf. "I'm not sure. I haven't thought about it 
yet." He hesitated. "Techno won't be home for it either, so I guess maybe I'll stay in 
Winterleigh, too?" 


Tubbo nodded carefully and tilted his head at Ranboo. "How about you, boss man?" 


The boy rubbed his neck, thinking for a moment. "I don't know if I was supposed to be home 
over the holidays or not right now honestly. I'm sure I have it written down somewhere, 
though, or I'll just have to call Mum and ask." He paused. "But I might be able to stay as 
well?" 


Clapping his hands, Tubbo grinned. "Oh, that'll be awesome! We can go to the party at school 
together for the first time! It'll be fun!" 


After Tubbo had chosen and bought two seasons of a cartoon he liked, the three were glad to 
see that the rain had finally ceased, and after a short discussion and a glance at the time, they 
decided to not go watch a movie in the small cinema down the road after dinner, unsure if 
they would be able to make it back on campus in time for their 9 p.m. curfew and not 
convinced that it would be good for Tommy's eyes, however okay they felt at the moment. 
So, instead, they bought a bunch of small pre-made wraps at a convenience store and ate 
them as they slowly made their way back to the academy. 


Fran was lying in front of the security office's door when they crossed the barrier into school 
and happily let herself be petted for a minute before the three boys crossed the campus to 
pick up Michael, making sure he had been fed and had fun playing with the other animals 
throughout the day. Tommy internally cooed at how excited the piglet was to be carried by 
Ranboo, cuddling against the crook of his neck with squeaky noises and soft grunts. It almost 
seemed like Michael was smiling. Ranboo, too, was chuckling fondly, telling him how he 
missed him as well and was going to get extra cuddles and treats for being such a good boy. 
Tubbo agreed, scratching Michael under his chin with a soft look on his face. 


They really did look like a little family. 


Unable to decide on who could have Michael for the night, it was decided that Ranboo would 
sleep over in their dorm room tonight, and although Freddy briefly reminded them of how 
that was against school rules when he and Eryn arrived in the room shortly after them, Tubbo 
pushed some boxes and yellow-blooming plants out of the way and, with a click of a small 
lever at its side, made the back of one of their armchairs recline for Ranboo to sleep on. It 
was obviously way too small for him but Ranboo didn't complain so Tommy saw no use in 
mentioning it. He fed Shroud, asked the spider about his day, and took him out of the 
terrarium to let him climb the walls, shelves and plants for the rest of the evening while all 
five boys in the room sat around with Eryn's cat and Michael to share the last wraps and 
watch the first couple of episodes of the cartoon Tubbo had gotten on his laptop together. 


It was a bit of a tight squeeze in the room but unlike the crowd in the store earlier, it was 
comfortable and warm, Tommy still wrapped in Ranboo's scarf, the room filled with laughter 
and the sound of the characters on schreen singing again and again. 


It was nice. 


The whole day, regardless of him being overwhelmed and anxious for parts of it, had been 
nice actually. He hadn't had this much fun in a long time. 


Parts of him felt guilty. How could he have fun and enjoy his time with his friends, playing 
games, watching cartoons and laughing when he was the cause his mother had nearly died? 
When his brothers avoided him? When his father barely slept, used all his time to find a way 
to reverse the curse Tommy caused and still made sure he was fine as well. When he 
basically destroyed their family and no one could be sure it would ever become as it used to 
be again. 


And all that was expected of him was to be out of the way and study well and be a good 
student and ace his exams and be like Techno— 


Normalcy, he reminded himself, gripping the rough fabric of his pants tightly. 


His father had said he wanted normalcy for him. That's why he sent him back to school in the 
first place and, whether or not he actually meant it, this was just that, wasn't it? 


Maybe he didn't deserve it. Maybe he should have stayed and studied all day instead. But, 
letting himself fall into his bed and listening to the quiet whispers and giggles of his 
roommates in the darkness of the dorm as he finally drifted off into a deep sleep, he couldn't 
bring himself to care. 


Tutoring was weirdly fun considering it was a class. Sapnap had apparently taken a liking to 
him, unable to stop himself from chatting with Tommy and telling him about things his 
friends were up to despite how often George told him to stop annoying Tommy or share his 
personal details. Tommy didn't mind it, though. He just enjoyed not feeling like he was the 
odd one out in the room and also having something to distract himself with so he doesn't end 
up thinking too much about why he was there to begin with. 


Niki gave him worksheets together with the others today, though with slightly altered 
questions. Halfway through, Niki and him discussed the content of the rest of the classes he 
had had during the week, though his voice stumbled over itself when recalling his Basic 
Spells class. Niki didn't mention it. 


He watched George use his wand to cast a spell to create a perfect illusion of a second desk at 
the front of the class which Sapnap tried to copy but was unable to. Yeah, George definitely 
didn't have any issues with spellcasting. 


Niki asked him if he wanted to try and cast anything as well but Tommy quickly declined 
even if she softly told him they would have to practice spellcasting eventually. 


After lunch, Tubbo offered to do homework together in one of the common rooms of their 
dorm building and Tommy, despite already not feeling like studying any more for the day, 
reluctantly accepted. It was better than procrastinating and having to do everything last 
minute. Although just lying down and doing absolutely nothing sounded like a great idea 
actually.. 


The common room they chose was a cozy room filled with plants and rugs and tiny lights 
hanging from the walls and ceilings, separated by a winding staircase that lead up to a second 
story, under the roof, a room with tall windows, bookshelves, orange beanbags and 
comfortable pillows spread over a fuzzy carpet, rugs with big embroidered sigils and 
astrology symbols hung from a tilted wall. There were no desks or tables which made doing 
homework more difficult here but it was worth it for the comfort. A couple of other students 
their age were there, lazily lounging with books and laptops, an old dog sleeping on of their 
laps, as they passed by and found themselves a spot by the window, falling into the soft 
pillows, Tommy quickly pulling a thin knitted blanket next to him over his legs before they 
started working. 


Halfway through Maths homework — which Tommy more copied off of Tubbo than actually 
understood — Ranboo joined them with Michael in his arms, complaining about the rain that 
had started outside again as he sat down with them. Michael wiggled himself out of his grip 
and excitedly ran up to Tommy for some pets which he gladly provided for a couple minutes 
until the piglet decided he had enough and instead walked around the rest of the room, the 


other students there gladly letting him sniff their hands, the dog waking immediately as it 
realized it had someone to play with. 


They finished up their Maths homework and Ranboo explained Tommy the runes in his 
textbook for a while until the younger decided he had enough, his eyes hurting, and instead 
just listened to Ranboo and Tubbo talk while they did their own work. 


He scooted closer to the window until he could see the grass field behind the building where 
people would often sit and play but which was empty now due to the heavy rain that also hit 
the window with heavy droplets. Tommy's eyes followed the route they took to slide down 
the glass one by one. He spotted Sam and Fran hurriedly walking across the field and 
entering the dorm building after a moment in which it seemed as if Fran wanted to stay in the 
rain for a bit longer and Sam had to argue with her as to not become soaking wet. 


Michael walked up to him and plopped down next to his legs, exhausted, Tommy looking at 
him for a moment before lifting his blanket and letting it fall over the small animal, giving 
him a couple more pets again before turning back to the window. 


The conversation between the others was fading into the background. 
Tommy felt calm. 


He was warm and comfortable. The sound of his friends chatting nearby and the noise of the 
rain outside relaxing his stiff muscles. He thought he might be able to fall asleep like this. 


He really— 

Tommy blinked his eyes sluggishly. They burned more now. 

He really must be tired. 

He felt his heartbeat pick up. A weird contradiction to how tired and calm he felt. He— 


A numb pain in his head where it hit the window unexpectedly, his body tilting sideways. He 
felt dizzy. 


"Tommy?" 


The raindrops on the window weren't in focus anymore, blurry and too bright on his eyes. He 
squinted. This didn't seem right. 


He pushed away from the window, finding himself tilting again, something lurching painfully 
in his stomach as he for a moment thought he was falling unconscious. 


But he still felt how dry his mouth was and how firm the fabric of the pillow underneath him 
was as he grasped it tightly in his fists. His head hurt. 


Then everything went white around him for just a moment. 


A choking noise left his throat. 


And the world fell into darkness. 

He couldn't breathe. He couldn't breathe. He couldn't— 
He was alone. 

"Mum, where are you? I— I can't see you.." 
He— 

"—you hear us? Tommy?" 

Hands on his arm. 

A hand on his face— 

He flinched away, hitting the glass next to him. 
"Hey, hey, hey, it's just me. Just Tubbo— Hey—" 
A strangled gasp. "I—" 

"I can't see, Dad!" 


"I can't see," he forced out through panicked breaths. Something wet was trickling down his 
cheeks. A hand reached for his, small and calloused. Tommy held on to it as if his life 
depended on it. 


"I can't see anything!" 
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Tommy isn't coping well. A nice nurse and Sam try to help while Tubbo is /this/ close to 
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The nurse wrapped something around his head, covering his eyes and radiating a slight 
cooling sensation which made Tommy's breath hitch. His fingernails pressed small crescents 
into his skin. 


"I've put the same cream on the bandages that you had already prescribed from your doctors 
at home. I know it may be a bit uncomfortable but try to keep it over your eyes for the next 
24 hours at least, okay?" Tommy felt her fix the bandage at the back of his head, pushing his 
hair out of the way so as to not get it stuck. 


The unseen touches reminded him of the doctors that had grabbed his arms, turned his head 
with cold, gloved fingers, never asking Tommy before handling him while the boy was 
blindly trying to find his father, ask for his mother, not knowing if she was alive— 


Ofa hand holding him back while trying to rush to his mother on the ground. A palm pressed 
over his face. 


A cold eye from under a black mask of void boring into his. It being one of the last things he 
had seen. 


The nurse took her hands away, bandage secured. 
Deep breaths. 

Like Techno had shown him. In and out. Slowly— 

He choked on a shallow breath. 

Tommy wanted his brother. Where was Techno? 

He couldn't see. He couldn't see. He couldn't breathe— 
"Have you taken your medication?" 


Tommy heard the blood rush in his ears. The cold of the metal chair he was sitting in was 
slowly seeping through the fabric of his pants. He could feel the goosebumps on his legs as a 
cold shiver ran down his back. He took a quick breath and nodded, not sure if the nurse was 
even looking at him. 


"The cream, too? Not just painkillers?" 


He wondered whether or not he would know if his fingernails pierced the skin of his palms to 
draw blood. 


"Just painkillers and those other pills — energy replenishers? — but not the cream. But—" 
He bit his lip. "Only because it's awkward to use when living with other people at the dorm. I 
didn't think it was that important.." 


There was a quiet sigh he was sure he wouldn't have picked up if he wasn't so focused on 
every single sound around him, trying to make up for not being able to see. Trying to feel less 
lost in a room he doesn't know with a woman he had only ever seen in passing. Trying to 
calm his panicking mind. 


"It's good that you've been taking most of your meds at least because they already help the 
healing process of your eyes a good amount but you should know that there are reasons why 
you've been prescribed all of them." There was a pause. "And considering you weren't 
brought here with any glasses, I assume the ones that your file says you should be wearing 
are unused as well?" 


Tommy shifted and stayed silent. 
"Tom." 


He shivered at her disapproving tone and moved his face as if to avoid her eyes. 


"They are supposed to relax your eyes. Prevent pain and headaches." A sigh. "Help you see?" 


"They are annoying," Tommy muttered under his breath, although he knew it was a useless 
argument. He knew she was right. He knew he should have worn his glasses. Everyone had 
told him so. It was just.. 


"Annoying?" He heard the nurse move closer, her — what he assumed was a doctor's coat — 
rustled as she pulled a chair closer and sat down somewhere in front of him. 


"Yes, annoying." He forcibly unclenched his hands and ran his fingers over the indents his 
fingernails had left on his skin. His stomach ached. "They just, uh, look dumb." 


Everytime he had seen himself in the mirror wearing them he had realized how much they 
made him look like Wilbur. How much they looked like brothers by blood. 


Everytime he had to push the glasses up his nose, he was reminded of bright lights, frozen 
shards of ice in his hand. Of what he had done to his mother— 


The feeling of the nurse's eyes on him made him feel sick. 


"And there is a literal curse burned into the back of my fucking eyeballs so it's not like they're 
gonna help anyway," he forced out. 


The nurse moved with a short hum. The clacking of quick fingers on an old keyboard filled 
the room. "Tell me, has anyone actually talked about the curse with you?" 


"Not until I caught them whispering about it behind my back." He was surprised by how 
much venom there was in his voice. Swallowing down the memories, Tommy rubbed his 
hands over his pants to try to keep them from shaking. "Just admitted they didn't know if it 
would disappear at all but that I also shouldn't worry about it too much or whatever." 


The nurse huffed, stopping her typing. "That's one way to explain it to an already scared kid," 
she muttered, sarcasm evident in her voice. She audibly turned to him. "You know curses can 
have many different forms. They can cling to people or objects for a very long time or 
disappear immediately, depending on the type of spell and intention of the caster. And the 
most common form of curses are the ones similar to sigil magic. The ones that leave a mark." 


Tommy nodded hesitantly. "Because they are easy to do." 


"At least if you know what you're working with, yes." Somewhere outside, bells rang. "But 
more importantly, if cast on magical people, these curses only require a small amount of 
energy from the caster once and can still stick around for a pretty long time. Just like when 
someone is drawing or tattooing a usual sigil on your body, the initial spell lingers until 
eventually the caster's magic energy saved in the sigil runs out. Then the person the sigil is 
drawn on can decide to have their own magical energy keep the spell going. But if they don't 
want to and don't actively channel their energy to do so, the effects will run out and 
disappear." 


"So.. so you mean the energy keeping the curse going will run out eventually, too?" Tommy 
frowned, the bandage moving uncomfortably over his eyelids. "But they said they weren't 
sure if it would fade." 


The nurse hummed. "Here is where the biggest difference between normal sigils and curses 
comes into play. Curses are much more likely to act like parasites that feed off of a person's 
energy to keep themselves alive. Some of them will eat at their host's magic until they are 
drained and all that remains is to see whether the curse or the host dies first, regardless of if 
the spell was meant to kill the person or not. But—" 


Tommy felt frozen. 


"__ for one," the nurse continued as she stood up and and crossed the room, her steps audible 
as she walked further from Tommy, "the notes your doctors left show that there was no 
immediate sign of the curse on your eyes being highly parasitic. I assume their hesitation 
comes from the way it was magically engraved at such a specific location with such a 
specific effect. One wouldn't usually make the effort just for the spell to run out a couple 
weeks later, you know? And your file also says that your own magic is very prominent in the 
mark—" 


Tommy's head snapped up. "It is?" 


"It is," she confirmed. "I don't know any details of how you've gotten the curse but there are 
many reasons for why your magic could be mixed into the curse, such as unconscious 
intentions, an interference of different spells, a failed defensive spell and things like that. It's 
on your body, so it's really not that unusual for your magic to mix into it somehow. Your 
doctors just worried that your energy would see the curse as a normal sigil and try to keep its 
effects going." She paused. "But, as I said it doesn't seem to be very parasitic and the fact you 
were able to improve your eyesight as much and as quickly as you did doesn't speak for a 
very powerful or dangerous curse either." 


"But then why can't I see now?" He swallowed thickly. "I thought it was getting better but if 
it didn't—" 


"It's a flare up that was bound to happen considering you haven't been taking all your 
medication," the nurse cut him off. "You know how your energy flows through your body? It 
constantly and slowly cleans away all magic that doesn't belong to you while making sure 
your whole body has access to your powers similar to how your blood flows through your 
veins to make sure every part of you has enough oxygen." She paused briefly, opening a 
drawer somewhere. "Now imagine you were to clench your fist tightly for a couple of hours 
straight, okay? Doing that could cause your hand to not receive enough oxygen because the 
blood can't reach all of the tissue properly anymore. And that could potentially lead to serious 
damage." 


Tommy unconsciously tried to relax his hands. 


"It's the same way with your magic energy," the nurse continued, making a small victorious 
noise as Tommy heard her push the drawer closed again and came closer. "The stress you are 
putting on your eyes and head by not giving them what they need to relax the muscles and 


open the flow of energy prevents your magic from properly cleaning out the energy of the 
person that cursed you. While you were taking care of your eyes, they improved but the 
moment you stopped, the remaining energy of the curse was able to recover and strengthen 
the spell again, probably by using your own magic that is stuck in the area and has already 
mistaken the mark as a sigil anyway. Give me your right hand, please." 


Tommy hesitantly lifted his hand in front of him, startling slightly at the nurse's hand turning 
the boy's scarred palm to her. He suppressed the urge to pull away and pull his sleeves over 
the scars. Instead, a slight scent of Chamomile (reminding him of his mother, of his father, 
their small garden at home) filled his nose and a liquidy cream was spread on his hand as the 
nurse massaged it into his skin. It reminded him of the sessions of physiotherapy he had had 
at home. 


It was weird. He both felt uncomfortable at having someone touch him, especially the 
sensitive skin on his palm, but he also craved the entrancing contact of the warm skin on his. 
He hoped she couldn't see his internal conflict on his face. 


"Just like too little oxygen could damage your hand," she continued with a squeeze to his 
hand, "not helping the muscles and streams of energy by your eyes to relax and clean out the 
caster's energy could leave serious permanent damage as well. It really would be uncertain 
whether or not the curse and its effects would disappear then." 


Tommy's breath hitched. "But— I didn't—" 


Her voice softened. "That's why I explained it to you now. It's fine that you didn't know how 
exactly it worked or how important your meds and glasses really are if none of your doctors 
actually told you. And now you know and no permanent harm has been done yet. We can 
work on getting rid of this pesky curse, alright?" 


The boy bit his lip and nodded shortly. 


Tommy was alone. 


He rubbed his hands over the soft fabric of his blanket, focusing on the feeling of threads 
under his fingers and the familiar sensation of Shroud's fuzzy legs on his wrist. 


He took a deep breath. 


The room was empty. It was weird to imagine how it had been filled with five laughing 
teenagers, their familiars, and singing voices of cartoon characters just two nights before. It 
had been warm and comforting. 


Now Tommy was shuddering. 


His phone was playing music quietly — not Lovejoy, not today — where it was lying at the 
foot of his bed. Something to try and distract him from the bandage wrapped around his head. 
From the darkness he was surrounded by. That he desperately tried to not drown in. 


He carefully lifted his hand and let Shroud climb onto his shoulder so Tommy had his hands 
free to grab his phone, and carefully climb off of his bed. Tommy avoided accidentally 
kicking Tubbo's box of DVDs and awkwardly held his hands out in front of him to locate 
where exactly the armchair that hadn't yet been pushed back to its usual location after 
Ranboo had slept in it was standing. 


Before his hands found it, his foot made painful contact with it. He hissed and suppressed the 
urge to lift his foot to hold it, scared he would lose his orientation in the room if he did. 


This was fucking embarrassing. 


With a frustrated noise, he felt his way past the chair and to the two desks, squeezing himself 
in between them to the big window to push it open. 


The air outside was surprisingly warm as it rushed into the room in a breeze. Tommy gripped 
the windowsill tightly as he leaned his head outside a bit, careful to not jolt Shroud. He took a 
deep breath. 


He could hear birds chirping, the wind carrying the smell of the forest and the noise of trees 
brushing against each other. He could nearly imagine he only had his eyes closed to enjoy 
nature in peace and didn't have any bandages wrapped around his unseeing eyes. That he 
could open them and be greeted by the sight of students walking around on the plaza below 
and Tubbo rushing back to their room with breakfast. Maybe he had found Ranboo and they 
would come back together so they could eat as a group and chat and somehow distract 
Tommy from the anxiety that was simmering underneath his skin and was just waiting to boil 
over. 


Eryn had taken Oni to spend the weekend at his home the previous day already while Freddy 
went out early with friends. That's why Tommy was alone now that Tubbo left so they could 

eat something. He didn't want to leave Tommy alone but both their stomachs were grumbling 
and Tommy sure as hell wasn't going to walk around the grand hall without being able to see. 
Not with bandages that would make people watch him and whisper behind his back. 


Here at least he was somewhere he knew and didn't have to spend the next few days in a cold 
unfamiliar room with nothing to do but have the smell of disinfectant burn his nose and listen 
to the mechanical hum of medical equipment nearby like he had to in the hospital last time. 


He turned back to the room, leaning against the windowsill. Glad he hadn't deactivated his 
text-to-speech application and his phone's speech-activated assistant yet, he opened the 
messages on his phone and had a message his father had sent him earlier in the morning read 
out to him. 


Apparently his mother's magic energy and her soul's connection to her body had yet to 
improve despite the new therapy having started 2 days ago. However, the doctors said that 
was to be expected as the medication and rituals had to be adjusted for a while first. Even as 
Phil wrote that everyone was still very optimistic and he just wanted to provide an update and 
remind Tommy to call again soon, the boy knew that his father was still not believing it 
would work at all. 


The implications made his heart painfully skip a beat. 


Instead of dealing with the fear that came with it, he focused on the end of the message 
instead. 


He hadn't called Phil all weekend. He didn't know about Tommy's eyes yet. 


He didn't need to know, did he? 


It was fine. Tommy would be fine. His eyes would be good again in no time. There was really 
no reason for his father to know. No reason to worry him unnecessarily. Or to admit he 
messed his eyes up by not wearing the glasses his father kept telling him to wear. He wouldn't 
ever let him live that down and frankly Tommy was sure both of them were better off not 
discussing that at the moment. He went back to Winterleigh to not worry his father and give 
him the opportunity to only focus on Kristin's well-being after all, so Tommy was going to 
fucking keep it that way. 


Tommy checked if he had any other messages (there were none from Wilbur of course but he 
refused to let himself feel disappointed) and considered texting Techno. He would probably 
learn about the curse flaring up anyway if he were to run into him on campus, and he had 
been the one that made him feel the least useless when he had been blind after the attack 
initially. It had been a huge comfort. One that Tommy was very much craving right now. 


But Techno apparently didn't want to have anything to do with Tommy ever since they've 
been back at Winterleigh either. So with a huff and suppressing the ache of missing his 
brothers, he clicked out of his messages and asked his phone to open a bookmarked news 
website he checked every couple of days for any updates on the man that attacked him and 
Kristin. He doubted the police would personally inform him if there were any new leads. 


The robotic voice from his phone read out the headlines and short summaries while Tommy 
took Shroud on his hand again and gently ran his thumb over the spider's back and focused 
on the warm breeze on his back. 


"17 year-old injured after gang fight in Bristol." 


"Missing dog reunited with owners after 2 years." 


"Woman arrested for fraud — victims lost over 1.3 million pound." 


"Son of murdered couple still missing after 8 months—" 


Tommy halted his petting of Shroud, listening to the news article more closely. It had been a 
popular case back in February and been all over the news, the police frantically trying to find 
any leads on the case while people were unsure whether or not they should come together to 
search for the missing boy or not. 


"After months of investigations that led to nowhere, a spokesperson for the Eastbourne Police 
Department announced earlier this week that the case of the murdered couple and the 
disappearance of their 15 year-old son has been closed. 'Our current state of investigation is 
that the missing teenager is the killer, murdered his parents himself, and was not as originally 
assumed kidnapped by an unknown perpetrator. Furthermore, it is assumed he fled from the 
city and died, as our leads suggested, in the woods while trying to hide from the police,' the 
spokesperson explained to reporters. 'We currently see no reason to assume that a murderer 
is still on the loose.' Eastbourne residents and all of England continue to grieve the murdered 
couple and the disconcerting end of the case." 


Tommy hummed quietly. He had hoped they would find the boy alive and well somehow 
(though he had wondered how one would ever even move on when your whole family was 
killed), so learning that he was probably the one responsible left a bitter taste in his mouth. To 
imagine doing something like this to your loving parents.. unless they weren't as loving as the 
news made them seem, of course. He wondered what would have gone through the boy's 
head when he decided to kill— 


"Father of 3 goes missing near London — Police tell people to stay home," Tommy's phone 
continued without a pause, pulling him from his thoughts. 


He swallowed. 
It wasn't about Phil. 
Of course it wasn't. 


He had just read a message from his father and he was fine! He wasn't the one that 
disappeared even if it was where they lived and he was a father of three! Tommy knew it was 
a coincidence but even as the news told about a man with a name that wasn't his father's, an 
age that was a couple numbers higher than his, and a description that didn't fit him in the 
slightest, his thoughts were already spiraling. 


What if his family was going to die and he couldn't do anything to protect them? They were 
already in danger, weren't they? The attack on them had seemed planned, didn't it? That 


definitely meant that the rest of his family was in danger, too. Everyone he knew and loved 
could be killed! They were going to die and leave him unable to even see them one last time. 
He— 


Tommy would be alone— 


He found himself on the floor, trying to breathe, hands catching on the bandage wrapped 
around his head as his fingers tightly grabbed his hair. 


Everyone was going to die. 
His parents. His brothers— 


"— 3rd magician to go missing without a trace within the last 2 weeks. The police does not 
confirm a connection between the cases but advises people to avoid going out on their own at 
night." 


Wind hit Tommy where he was crouching, any warmth of it gone, leaving only freezing air 
creeping down his neck— 


Ice and a black mask— 
A hand on his face— 


Frantically, he ripped the bandage off of his head, a pained noise leaving his throat at the dim 
light that was all that entered his eyes even as he rubbed his hands over his eyes in a useless 
attempt to clear them. He squinted, desperately trying to make out anything in front of him. 
Trying to see the man with cold eyes staring at him through a mask of void as he could stand 
right there in front of him and Tommy wouldn't know. He couldn't see. 


He needed to leave. 
He needed to leave now. 


Forcing himself to his feet, he remembered Shroud holding on to his arm and whispered a 
breathless apology in his direction before, with shaking hands, feeling his way through the 
room and to the terrarium, expecting with every step to stumble into a person watching him. 


He felt sick, swallowing against the feeling of bile rising in his throat. 


Reaching the terrarium, he pushed it open, took Shroud from his arm and placed him inside. 
Gently but quick. Goosebumps formed on his skin the second he set the spider down and 
Shroud immediately tried to climb back on his arm even as Tommy pulled back his hand and 
closed the lid again. 


"I— I appreciate you wanting to calm me down," he muttered, eyes darting blindly over what 
should be a brightly lit glass box with bright green plants and dark stones covering its bottom 
but was nothing more than a light stain against the darkness surrounding him. He took a 
strangled breath. "But you are just an, uh, itsy bitsy spider and should stay safe and sound in 
your hut, okay? Please just— just do that. For me, alright?" He licked his lips, feeling 


exposed in the room. "And— and you will be safe here because I know there is no one even 
here!" 


Oh, he really hoped that was true. 
"I'm just—" He took another painful breath. "—just freaking out." 


However much the logical part of his brain tried to calm him down and argue that there was 
no reason to panic, that nothing happened and everyone was fine, that he was safe in the 
dorms and should wait for Tubbo to return (he would make sure Tommy felt safe — would 
tell him over and over again that there was no one watching him), his body itched to leave 
and find a place with more people. A place where he wasn't alone. 


He needed to leave. 


Mindlessly and with trembling fingers, he pulled on the first shoes his feet found and 
stumbled out of the room, the door loudly falling shut behind him. He turned right, his feet 
following the edge of the thick carpet, a hand lifted in front of him as he followed the dim 
spots of light down to the door at the end of the hallway. He opened it, took a step forward 
and immediately reached for the railing of the staircase, gripping it tightly as he began 
rushing down the stairs. Tommy's heart spasmed with every step. 


Were those footsteps behind him? 


No. No, it was just the pounding behind his eyes and the sound of blood rushing in his ears 
mixed with the soles of his shoes hitting the stairs and his quick — quick, far too quick — 
huffs. Definitely. 


He continued down and down. 
An endless loop of steps. 


Phantom prickles at the base of his skull made him run even faster, the palm of his hand 
burning painfully with the friction against the railing. It smelled of smoke. 


A door fell shut somewhere below him. This time he was sure. 


Then, suddenly, before he could consider what to do now, he felt something like a tug at his 
foot, a startled yelp escaping his throat before he was already falling. 


Instead of hitting the wall or starting a painful descent down the remaining stairs, strong arms 
caught him, hands wrapping tightly around Tommy's arms. 


He was face to face with the man. 
Black void under the hood. 


An eye as cold as ice— 


"Woah there—" 
He was here. 


"Let me go!" Tommy gasped, pushing against the body in front of him and scrambling 
backwards against the stairs. "Don't fucking touch me!" 


The hands disappeared from his arms and Tommy immediately pushed himself up a few 
more steps, away from him, his arms giving in and his back hitting the edge of a step hard 
enough to knock the wind out of him for a moment. Wide eyed, he stared at the dark shadow 
blocking out the light of the candles he knew were illuminating the staircase. He could barely 
make out anything, barely even able to tell if there was a person in front of him if it weren't 
for the movement being shown by a vague dimming and brightening of lights. 


"It's just me—" 
Something brushed his leg and, instinctively, Tommy kicked out. 


"Ow— Okay, yeah, my mistake. Sorry." 


Wait. 


He knew that voice. 

Something familiar. 

Something warm. 

No ice. No freezing cold. No— 
"S-Sam?" he asked, voice breaking. 


The body breathed with a slight rasp to it. "Yeah, exactly. See?" A short pause. Movement. 
"It's just me. You're fine." 


The panic in Tommy's chest receded slightly even as some part of his brain told him that this 
could be a trick — a trap. He stayed silent, staring. 


"Are you—" Something moved in front of his face, making the dim lights flash. Tommy 
frowned and pulled back, blinking carefully, not knowing what spot to focus on. "Can you— 
can you not see?" 


The boy clenched his hands and swallowed. A miniscule shake of his head. 


The body — Sam — made a noise like a badly suppressed curse and hesitated for a short 
moment. His voice was much more serious when he continued talking. "Okay. Okay, you're 


fine. We're just gonna go to the nurse's office and—" 


"No," Tommy interrupted quickly, "it's okay. She knows already." He swallowed and rubbed 
his arm over his eyes once more as if it would suddenly change something about the messed 
up state of them. "I'm just— I don't know—" 


"You shouldn't try to run around on your own if you can't see anything. The stairs can be 
slippery." A pause. "Especially if you have your shoes untied." Sam's voice rose slightly as if 
questioning him. Tommy couldn't recall tying his shoes so he supposed that explained his 
sudden fall. "Are you hurt? What happened?" 


Tommy shook his head quickly even as his palm burned and he felt a bruise form on his back. 
His head grew hot as he suddenly realized how ridiculous his panic really was. Sam would 
know if there was someone on campus who shouldn't be there. He would know and he would 
deal with it. He promised that Tommy would be safe here. And he was being so fucking 
stupid despite it. Embarrassing. 


"It's fine. I'm fine. Sorry, I was just—" He took a shuddering breath. "I don't know— I 
thought I was alone or, well, not and kinda freaked out. But it's fine! Uh, I should just—" He 
gestured vaguely. "—get back and wait for Tubbo and.. and stuff." He wasn't sure why there 
were tears forming in his eyes. "Sorry for bothering you!" 


A small noise. "You're not bothering me, Tommy." Sam paused for a moment. "Do you want 
me to help you back to your room?" 


Tommy hesitated. 


"Or.. do you maybe want to come down to the workshop instead?" Sam added after a second, 
softer. "Fran would love to see you, I'm sure." 


The thought of going back to his room sent a cold shiver down Tommy's spine. He didn't 
want to be alone. It didn't feel safe. 


But being with Sam was safe. 


Tommy nodded shortly and quickly pushed himself to his feet. His legs felt weak but he tried 
to ignore it. Sam's shadow stood too and moved as if to make sure Tommy wouldn't fall but 
made sure to not touch him. Good. He was sick of people touching him when he couldn't see 
it coming. 


Instead, he swallowed and held his left hand out to Sam himself, his right gripping the railing 
of the stairs again. He met the fabric of Sam's sleeve and the man quickly understood what 
Tommy wanted. His hand was big around Tommy's, warm, strong fingers holding him 
carefully but secure. It was so.. Sam. 


He knew he was safe here. He knew he wouldn't have to worry about the man with the mask 
of black void turning up in his room because Sam was here. And he wouldn't ever let 
anything hurt him. 


He had promised. 


"And you're saying he chanted something foreign?" Sam's hands were on Tommy's face, 
thumbs gently running over his lower lids as he looked closely in the boy's eyes, trying to 
make out the shimmer of the curse, though Tommy couldn't see any of it and only felt Sam's 
raspy breath on his skin. "And you think that was the spell he put on your eyes?" 


Tommy just hummed. He was sitting on a cushioned chair in Sam's workshop, the heat and 
crackling noise of the fireplace on the other side of the room slowly lulling his mind out of 
the lingering anxiety and into a real sense of comfort and safety. Slowly making the feeling of 
static in his hands fade. 


Though he couldn't see their origins, Tommy was able to feel the energies of magical books 
and scrolls as well as half-finished enchantments and runes all around him. This was where 
Sam was researching and creating spells whenever he had the time to do so, finding new 
ways of improving defensive spells and the security of the school. 


Sam had been aware that Tommy had lost his eyesight for a while in the aftermath of the 
attack on his mother and him but did not know about the curse until now. Concerned, he 
urged Tommy to recount how exactly the curse came to be and, though reluctantly, the boy 
told him what happened that evening, leaving out only small details of how scared he was or 
how he was the one to curse his mother. 


Telling someone about the attack who wasn't the police or his family for the first time felt 
better than he had expected it to. Like a heavy weight fell — well, maybe not fe// but at least 
lifted a bit — from his chest. 


"I can definitely see something shimmering in there," Sam commented and pulled back, the 
loss of his warm hands being replaced by a cup of hot chocolate pushed into Tommy's palms. 
Fran took the opportunity to push in between the two and lean her head on the boy's knee. 
"It's definitely very interesting. I just wish I could have researched the spell under better 
circumstances — not on you." Sam stood up, Fran whining lowly but not leaving her spot at 
Tommy's legs. "I'm sure I could have found or created a defensive spell to prevent a mark 
like that." 


Tommy took a sip from his sweet drink before setting it down on a table left of him and 
running his hands over Fran's fur instead. He could hear her tail wagging happily. "I—" The 


boy hesitated, listening to Sam's pacing footsteps. "I used one of your spells." 
The steps stopped abruptly. "Huh?" 


"The rebound spell you showed me," Tommy clarified. "I used it — twice actually — when 
we were attacked. Jumped in front of this weird ice blast or whatever it was to shield my 
mum—" 


"Tommy—" 


"And it worked!" he continued quickly before Sam could start lecturing him. "Was the only 
protective spell I could think of at that moment and it—" He made a wide hand motion."— 
threw the shit right back into the trees. Would've honestly been kinda poggers if it weren't for 
the whole being attacked thing, y'know? I'm not very good at spells but it worked that time 
and I'm sure it was just because you were the one to teach it to me and I'm glad you did." 


"It's good that the spell could protect you." 
Tommy smiled carefully. 


"You know not to jump in front of any spells though," Sam huffed. "That's like the first thing 
I taught you! However confident you are in your defensive spells, if you are able to just get 
out of the way of an attack, you do that." A short pause. "But I'll let it slide this time. You did 
well trying to protect your mum. That was very brave of you." 


Tommy hadn't felt brave. He had been terrified. 


He felt Fran's fur between his fingers for a moment, considering Sam's words. 


When he was nine, he accidentally let Wilbur's cat run out the front door of their house. 


He hadn't meant for it to happen, of course, but Mr President had sneaked past him and down 
their porch and front lawn before he was able to react. He had called out to the cat but she 
was already excitedly checking out nearby bushes and following the sound of birds around. 


Only Techno had been home but he was busy practicing the violin in his room and Tommy 
knew not to interrupt him unnecessarily. 


After a moment of anxious contemplating, however, he decided it was necessary to tell him 
what happened and ask for his help, knowing that that would be what his parents would want 
him to do and recently trying extra hard to let go of the behavior he had learnt in foster care 
and ask for help or admit to messing up. Techno may be annoyed but Tommy knew that 
would be all. There wouldn't be any harsh, unfair consequences for him. 


Right when he took a deep breath and turned to climb the stairs up to Techno's room, he saw 
how Mr President spotted a squirrel across the street, eyes suddenly glued to its movements 
and ready to hunt. Ready to run across the street despite the cars rushing by. 


Tommy felt his heart drop. 
He had called out again, louder, more panicked this time, but the cat didn't care. 


Next thing Tommy knew, he was running as fast as he could, Mr President taking the 
opportunity to jump forward and into the street. The sound of a car horn echoed in his ears 
just when his feet hit the asphalt, his hand reaching for the startled cat, pulling her to his chest 
with one arm and not even registering the hood of the car that was trying to come to an halt 
with squeaking tires right next to him before he was already hit. 


His body securely wrapped around the cat clutched in his arms, he flew over the hood of the 
car before falling and skidding over the asphalt. 


He expected pain. But when he pulled his eyes open a couple of seconds later, the first people 
already jumping out of their cars, phones pulled to call an ambulance, he realized he felt just 
fine. 


For a short, terrifying moment, he thought he had died. 


But then Techno had been there, wide eyed, panicking, hands on him, making sure he was 
unharmed and Tommy somehow knew without being told that he had saved him (when he 
asked much later, he learned that Techno had heard him call a couple of times in front of the 
house and eventually checked the window when one particular yell sounded much more 
serious, just in time to see Tommy run into the street. He had had just enough time to cast the 
first protective spell that came to his mind on him). The gravity of the situation and the 
danger he had been in set in some time later and made his hands shake uncontrollably before 
he threw his arms around his brother's neck and started crying hysterically. 


People later told him it was stupid of him to jump into traffic and risk his life for ‘just a cat. 


But when Wilbur came rushing home and wrapped his arms around his cat and Tommy, 
crying and calling him dumb for risking his life while also thanking him over and over again 
for saving Mr President (even though Tommy told him it was his fault she was outside in the 
first place), he couldn't help but feel like he did the right thing. 


He had been terrified when he saw Mr President start to run and he had been terrified when 
he realized what could have happened to him. And still Wilbur had thanked him and called 
him brave. 


Maybe those things weren't mutually exclusive. 


"Thank you," he said, biting his lip for a moment before smirking. "I'll try to dodge next time, 
I promise." 


"There better not be a next time at all," Sam responded quickly. "Not if I can help it." 


Fran whined lowly. She seemed like she wanted to walk over to Sam's side but remained 
seated in front of Tommy for his sake alone. The boy frowned and continued to run his hand 


over her head. "Yeah, you're right." 


"You know I have lists of every single person entering and leaving the school-grounds at any 
point during the day," Sam said suddenly. There was a short pulsing of energy as the man 
mumbled a spell under his breath and then the sound of fingers tapping on glass. Sam 
stopped walking and Fran couldn't resist it any more and escaped Tommy's pets to run up to 
her owner instead. 


Not knowing what else to do with his hands, Tommy picked his cup back up and wrapped 
both his hands around it, taking a short sip of the hot drink. 


"I could tell you exactly who is here and who isn't. Do you think that might help you feel 
safer?" 


"I feel safe!" Tommy shot back quickly. A bit too quickly to be believable, he realized with a 
short wince. "I do." 


A pause. 


Then Sam came closer and sat down in the chair next to Tommy again. "178 students are 
currently not on campus, either at home with their families or out in town with friends. Same 
goes for 15 faculty members." Fran nuzzled herself back in between the two. "Nine family 
members of students are currently here, together with two familiars. One volunteer for the 
animal care area arrived eight minutes ago, a second one is to be expected within the hour. 
An astrology professor from a school in Boston has been here since Thursday and is 
supposed to leave by next weekend again. She's here for a lecture for students currently in the 
last year." Sam audibly leaned back in his chair, relaxing. "And that's all. Not much 
happening on a Sunday morning. No deliveries, no gardeners, no inspectors, no nothing. 
Unless you count the dozens of birds and thousands of bugs going in and out constantly but 
I'm not keeping as close tabs on them for.. obvious reasons. But my point stands, no one is 
here that isn't supposed to be and I personally looked at all of these people and their files 
before they were ever allowed to be here in the first place." 


That was way more reassuring than Tommy had expected it to be. 
Sam had everything under control. 
"I shouldn't have doubted that. I'm sorry—" 


"No, no, no," the older interrupted immediately. "Don't apologize. You are allowed to freak 
out for seemingly no reason every now and then. It's fine. It's normal." 


Tommy just huffed. 
"I'm sorry I couldn't be there to protect you and your mother—" 
"You couldn't have known." 


"—but I told you before that you are safe here and will try my best to make sure you feel safe 
as well." He could hear Sam's soft smile in his voice. "And if I have to read the visitor's list to 


you every day to achieve that then.." 


"Oh, shut up," Tommy said with a roll of his eyes (made him feel a bit dizzy — let's not do 
that again actually). He would've tried to kick Sam if he had known exactly how far away he 
was sitting and could be sure to not hit Fran in the process. Instead he just gripped his cup 
tighter and imagined how earnest Sam's face would look each time he would ask something 
like that of him. The dedication in his eyes when Tommy asked if he could show him some 
easy spells to practice, asked him if he could help with his homework because he and Tubbo 
had an argument and didn't know who else to ask, if he could just watch Sam work for a 
while to distract him from how much he missed home. 


"I mean for you I would activate the good old zombie apocalypse emergency protocol 
without any question, okay? No one gets in and no one gets out at all," Sam suggested with a 
tilt of his voice that showed he was joking — but also not really. "Though I'm not sure the 
headmistress would be terribly happy with that, not gonna lie." 


Tommy smirked. "I do not believe we actually have a zombie apocalypse protocol for a 
second." 


Sam gasped "Of course we do! It's right next to the protocols for a horde of drunk football 
fans and the one for angry killer wasps! You can never be prepared enough for—" 


A sharp sound cut through the room. 
It took Tommy a moment to recognize it as the weird electro beat of Sam's ringtone. 


The man moved and pulled his phone from one of his pockets, the sound getting even louder 
when he raised it. Tommy suppressed a wince. 


"Sorry, I'll have to take this real quick," Sam said, standing up and already walking across the 
room. "It'll just be a second! Drink up your chocolate before it goes cold." 


Fran whimpered again at Sam walking away but remained seated where she was. The door 
between the workshop where Tommy was and Sam's adjacent study closed with a click and 
he heard Sam start talking, greeting whoever was on the other side of the call. 


Against Sam's advice, Tommy just set down the cup on the table again and carefully left his 
chair to crouch down on the surprisingly warm stone floor in front of Fran who took the 
opportunity to stop her skittish shuffling and instead bury her head in the crook of Tommy's 
neck. The boy chuckled and wrapped his arms around the dog, feeling the heat of the skin 
and her heartbeat when he pushed his face into her fur. He took a deep breath. "I'm a bit 
anxious, too, but what exactly has you so on edge today, mhm?" 


As if responding, she howled lowly next to his ear and Tommy just hugged her closer. 


After a couple more minutes, she started to slowly relax, licking the side of his face until he 
giggled and pushed her away, just for Fran to jump around to his other side and push against 
him, ready to lick the other side as well, tail whipping against the leg of the table. Tommy 
grinned. 


The doorbell rang, making both of them stop in their tracks. 


Sam came back into the workshop a second later, having to walk through it to get to the 
hallway that leads to his front door. "— and I said I will not discuss this with you any 

longer," he told the other person on the phone calmly, passing by Tommy. Fran immediately 
jumped up to follow Sam to the door. The man's voice dropped in volume when he continued, 
"I know you would have a job for me. That's not the point and you know it. This job here is 
what I studied for and what I am happy with and you won't be able to change that so let it go. 
Wait a sec—" Tommy heard Sam open the front door. "Oh, hey." 


"Is he here?" 
Uh oh. 
He should have probably told Tubbo where he was, huh? 


He quickly pushed himself to his feet. A second later, heavy footsteps entered the room. 
"Tommy, I swear to fucking god." 


Even without seeing his face, Tommy knew he messed up with Tubbo. Again. 
He raised his hands. "In my defense, I had a panic attack?" 


"Not for a single fucking second did it occur to you to text me where you are? That you aren't 
lost somewhere? Fell into a river? Got mauled by bears?!" 


Sam awkwardly cleared his throat. "Um, I'm next door finishing my call, okay? Don't— don't 
kill each other?" 


"No promises," Tubbo hissed without missing a beat. Tommy grimaced. 


Despite that, Sam quickly left, Fran following him this time, closing the door behind him 
again. Tommy briefly wondered what people he actually considers threats to Tommy's safety 
because a pissed-off Tubbo was.. well.. 


The other boy closed the distance between them within a second and suddenly Tommy had 
the familiar weight of his compass hanging from his neck. He blinked, surprised. 


"From now on I officially ban you from leaving our dorm without the compass," Tubbo 
declared. "Not one fucking step out of our room or when I get my hands on you, you will 
wish the bears had gotten you first." 


Tommy ran his hand over the smooth surface of the compass. It was weird. Without his 
eyesight, he wouldn't be able to find Tubbo even when the device was right there in his hand. 
The realization made his heart clench painfully. "I'm sure that goes against some privacy 
regulations." 


"You can get privacy when I can be sure you're not disappearing without a word and get 
yourself killed somewhere." 


"That's a bit much, innit?" Tommy sighed, feeling for the chair behind him and sitting down 
again. His legs felt weak. "I only nearly fell down the stairs—" 


"Tommy." 


He bit his lip, squinting at his friend's dull shadow in front of him. He wasn't sure when his 
eyes had started hurting again. "I'm sorry. I should've remembered to tell you where I am the 
second I came here." Rubbing his hands over his pants, he tilted his head. "I actually 
shouldn't have left our room in the first place but I did actually freak out so it's not like there 
was much logical thought going into that decision anyway." 


Tubbo was silent for a moment before sighing. His voice lost most of its bite. "I knew I 
shouldn't have left you alone. I'm sorry." Another brief pause. "But do you know how fucking 
scared I was when I came back and you were gone and then I realized I didn't have any way 
to find you? My heart can't fucking do this anymore. So constant compass wearing it is, you 
got it?" 


Tommy just nodded. He should've known that his disappearance would worry him and 
remembered to text him. He kept forgetting how much Tommy's radio silence the first week 
after the attack must have affected Tubbo. He hadn't even been sure if Tommy was still alive, 
for fuck's sake. He could remember wearing his compass more often to ease some of his 
anxiety at least. "Have you brought breakfast, though?" he quickly tried to change the topic. 
"I still haven't had anything to eat yet." 


"Not before your eyes are properly bandaged and you've taken your meds, asshole." 
"Dickhead." 

"Wanker." 

"Fuckface." 

"Bitch." 

Tommy sighed. 

"Sorry, I scared you." 


"I'm just glad you're okay," Tubbo responded with a careful nudge to his side. "Let's go ask 
Sam for more hot chocolate." 


"You're trembling, by the way." 


"Iam? Oh." 


Chapter End Notes 


Thoughts on big bro Sam? He a cutie, isn't he? Any details in this chapter that you find 

intriguing? there was so much going on and somehow not that much after all, huh? also 
those curses man,,, lol 

Hope you enjoyed! Thank you for reading!! consider following me on twitter/instagram 
@colormints and on tumblr @colormints-art for updates, art and other stuff c: 


And now onto Techno's character. 


The thing is, I will not change anything about the story I have planned out but by 
coincidence the very next chapter will be like comPLETELY techno focused. It was 
always planned like that and it was always planned to be a sweet chapter but now I fear 
that considering Techno's passing it will feel much heavier than it was intended to be 
and much more bittersweet and sad than just sweet and wholesome in general. It's the 
scene i've been looking forward to writing the most since the very first day of planning 
this story. But it will probably read more like a memorial piece (but still be extremely 
plot driven of course and hopefully a bit funny idk idk) so if you don't think you will be 
able to read that for your mental well-being maybe the rest of this story isn't for you 
anymore but of course you may decide right then and there. I would just feel bad for not 
warning you in advance. 


The second part is: Just as the tags are saying this story has NO major character deaths 
which obviously includes all of sbi (also mumza dw) so you won't have to worry about 
that. HOWEVER, without spoiling too many things, at this point you probably get the 
vibe of the story and my writing in general. It is a lot about the possibilities and more- 
than-possibilities of death, loss, grief, sudden disappearances, murder and their effects 
and aftermaths. All these things may or may not become plot points surrounding sbi and 
also techno specifically. Please consider closely if these are things you are able to deal 
with when reading this story. Like I said, there will not be any major character deaths 
and I don't write depressing endings so I hope it will be more cathartic than anything 
else but again this is on you personally to decide on. 


I thought about this a lot and hope I didn't forget anything right now and maybe all of 
this is overkill but I don't want people to end up feeling bad because of anything I write. 


I hope you're all okay and take care of yourselves. Ily. 
I miss Techno a lot. 


I hope this story and wh!techno may become a suitable way to honor him and all the 
characters he created and inspired in the best way i can. 


Traumerei, Op. 21 


Chapter Summary 


Tubbo invites Tommy to play a prank on the orchestra teacher during practice. Techno is 
playing the violin. 


Chapter Notes 


In Memory of Technoblade. 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


Because Tommy had not, as supposed to, worn the bandage around his eyes for the full 24 
hours, Tubbo, despite Tommy's vehement protest and embarrassment, made him visit the 
nurse's office a second time this weekend when they left Sam's workshop a couple hours 
later. 


Said nurse didn't really sound surprised when she heard about what happened which 
somehow made Tommy feel even worse about not having followed her orders (she was just 
doing her job and was trying to help him and he really had to make everything much more 
difficult than necessary). Still, she made quick work of putting more of the medical cream on 
Tommy's eyes and telling him again to please try and keep all of it on until the next morning 
before also pushing a small vial with a drink that should ease his anxiety enough to help him 
sleep in his hand. She stressed that proper sleep was vital to relaxing his eyes. 


And, as if his day hadn't been bad enough already, back at their dorm, Tubbo and Tommy 
came to the sudden and painful realization that they still had homework to finish. 


Tommy could probably get away with not having finished his English and Herbology 
homework if he talked to his teachers about his trip to the nurse (even if the thought of 
explaining anything regarding his eyes made him want to shrivel up and die) but the boys 
both agreed there was no way around their Basic Spells homework — not after Tubbo got in 
trouble with their teacher and Tommy disappeared for a good 25 minutes to calm down from 
a panic attack last time. Better not to stand out more than necessary. 


Tommy wondered if he could call in sick. 


In the end, Tubbo did the exercises twice — once in his and once in Tommy's notebook 
before writing a short text about why the term ‘intention' to describe the internal process of 
casting magic may or may not be misleading. Tommy helped as much as he could, feeling 


miserable about Tubbo basically doing double the work just for him, but the concept of 
magical intention was already complex enough to give Tommy a headache and he wasn't 
even the one having to put it into words. 


He should ask Niki if she could teach him the German copying spell he had seen her use in 
class before. Or maybe they could invest in a copier for their room. Both options would make 
Tubbo's work much easier and Tommy feel significantly less shit. 


Eventually, Ranboo joined them, carrying Michael and immediately getting to work helping 
Tubbo with the rest of the homework while the piglet went and curled up on Tommy's lap 
where he was sitting on the bed, fiddling with his phone. 


Despite Ranboo not being in the Basic Spells class with them, helping came easy to him and 
Tommy felt both grateful for him taking some of the extra (Tommy's) work off of Tubbo's 
shoulders, as well as jealous. Ranboo didn't complain, was nice and helpful and, all the while, 
Tommy could do nothing but sit around uselessly and suggest vague ideas when he was 
asked. 


It didn't matter how often he tried telling himself that all three of them could be friends and 
Tubbo had no reason to cut off Tommy just because he had another, better, friend now, he 
couldn't help but think about how much less stressful Tubbo's life would be without him. 


This morning was clear evidence that they wouldn't work out in the long run. 


Ranboo invited Tommy to practice some spells with them when the two eventually reached 
the practical part of the homework, saying he wouldn't have to be able to see to do so, but 
Tommy declined. He would just hope their teacher wouldn't choose him to demonstrate 
anything. 


Both Freddy and Eryn returned just before dinner, chatting about their weekend and Eryn's 
apparently quite awkward family dinner the day before while Tommy ran his fingers over the 
cold material of the compass around his neck and tried not to eavesdrop too much in his 
attempt to distract himself from his own thoughts, until they left again for dinner. 


A couple minutes later, Tubbo stood up, gave Tommy a stern look (he didn't see it but he 
could very much feel it), reminded him of their agreement on the compass, and told Ranboo 
not to leave him out of his sight before walking out to organize something to eat for the three 
of them as well. 


Even though clearly curious, Ranboo didn't ask Tommy about what happened this morning 
and instead tried to fill the silence between them by talking about his own day, stumbling 
awkwardly over his words as he struggled recalling what exactly he had done. He stressed 
that he was sure he studied for a while and played with Michael in the gardens but most of 
his memories were hazy. 


Tommy wasn't sure how to react to that. 


After fidgeting with his phone for a bit longer, he forced himself to ask Ranboo if he could 
reply to his dad for him, not explaining why he didn't want to use the speech-to-text function. 


Of course, Ranboo agreed easily and Tommy thanked him curtly (he hoped Ranboo still 
knew it was genuine) after dictating a short text that finished with the promise that he would 
call Phil the next day. 


He missed his dad and desperately wanted to hear his voice and had considered just calling 
him right then and there, still on edge from the news he listened to in the morning and the 
panic attack it caused, but he didn't want to worry him and wasn't sure he would be able to lie 
about it either. So tomorrow would have to be enough. 


Tubbo returned with food and a huge bottle of coke soon after and the three of them spent the 
rest of the evening listening to music (Tommy didn't know what to make of Ranboo's music 
taste) and talking about this and that. Well, Tubbo and Ranboo did most of the talking while 
Tommy just lay around with one arm thrown over his bandaged eyes, trying to will away a 
headache but taking comfort in the noise and Shroud and Michael sitting on his chest 
nonetheless. 


Around 10 p.m., Ranboo took the deeply asleep piglet and went back to his room which 
Tubbo took as a sign to force Tommy to take his meds for the night (Tommy grumbling at the 
implication that he wouldn't do it by himself). He took his pills, made sure the bandage 
wasn't too loose and took the drink to help him sleep, wondering if it would do anything to 
soothe his chest still aching with anxiety. 


He was asleep not even 10 minutes after his roommates dimmed the lights. 


The next morning, Tommy jolted awake to the sound of an explosion. 


He sat up straight in his bed, hands reflexively pressed over his ears, heart racing, as the 
smell of smoke filled the room before his brain could catch up to what happened. "What the 
—" He tentatively lowered his hands again, now hearing Tubbo cough and apologize over the 
sound of Eryn and Freddy's annoyed calls. A window was pushed open to let the smoke 
escape. 


A firecracker. 
Fucking hell, Tubbo. 


Tommy couldn't understand what exactly was said over the sharp ringing in his ears but Eryn 
sounded justifiedly pissed. The first time Tubbo accidentally set off a firecracker in their 
room last year, Oni hid under the bed for a week straight, terrified from the ear-splitting bang, 
while everyone else suffered from what they were sure was what a heart attack felt like and 
got in trouble with Miss Puffy and Sam as well. They set some rules regarding Tubbo's 
fascination with explosives afterwards which seemed to have been broken just now. 


Tommy couldn't imagine why the hell his best friend was even awake this early to 
experiment with firecrackers of all things. He shook his head to get rid of the lingering noise 


in his head. 


"I didn't mean for it to go off, I promise! Sorry!" Tubbo apologized. "But I put a sound barrier 
around the animals just in case. Look!" 


The smoke lifted while Eryn confirmed that Oni was indeed still asleep on the armchair next 
to his bed, surrounded by post-its with messily drawn-on runes, still throwing grumbled 
insults at Tubbo while Freddy just tiredly complained that there had not been a barrier 
surrounding them too. Carefully, Tommy pulled off the slightly skewed bandage from around 
his head, hands still shaking slightly from the left-over adrenaline. 


He blinked his eyes open slowly, squinting at the brightness (even if the room was dimly lit 
by the rising sun and a singular candle by the desks at best) until his eyes adjusted. A 
surprised noise left his throat. 


Tubbo's eyes snapped up to him immediately and Tommy could see the moment the older 
boy realized Tommy was looking at and not past or through him. Tubbo grinned brightly, his 
messy hair unable to hide the relief on his face, and Tommy couldn't help but smile back. 


Class went by easily enough, not even their Basic Spells professor commenting on Tommy 
wearing his glasses (and, except for dark looks thrown at Tubbo, leaving the two alone when 
it came to presenting homework), and before Tommy knew it, he was already sitting back in 
the dorm, sipping on a juice bottle, YouTube videos playing on Tubbo's laptop while he was 
writing down notes for the English exam only two weeks away. 


His eyes may not be quite as good as before the flare-up yet, however baffled Tommy had 
been by the quick improvement (it couldn't have been that easy, right?), but the glasses were 
helping just enough to be able to make out words at the front of the class. He barely even had 
a headache, so he decided to make use of every moment he was able to see without being in 
too much pain and study. If the sudden realization of him wearing his glasses or a short 
glimpse in the mirror caused his breath to hitch and his heart to clench painfully in the 
meantime, he didn‘t need to mention that to anyone. 


Out of the corner of his eyes, Tommy saw how the needle of the compass next to a text about 
writers during the Industrial Revolution started moving in a familiar pattern that meant that 
Tubbo was currently running up the stairs of the dorm building. Hopeful for an excuse to stop 
studying for a while after all, Tommy set down his pen, shaking out his cramping hand, and 
stopped the video of some sort of video game challenge he hadn't really paid attention to 
before turning in the chair to face the room's entry. "Three.. Two.. One.." 


The door was pushed open and revealed Tubbo standing in the doorway, a wide grin on his 
face and an excited glint in his eyes that even Tommy could make out from the distance as he 
flicked a firecracker in the air before catching it easily again. "Tommy, follow me!" 


He didn't have to tell him twice. 


Before he knew it, Tubbo had led him to the grand hall where Ranboo was already waiting, 
Michael in his arms. Tommy raised an eyebrow as he looked between his best friend, the 
firecracker in his hand and the building in front of them before finally putting the pieces 
together. "OA. Is the orchestra practicing right now?" 


"You know it, boss man," Tubbo confirmed Tommy's hunch with a smirk he only ever 
reserved for when he planned on doing something that would most certainly get him in 
trouble, and, without a pause, walked inside. Tommy and Ranboo shared a look and followed. 
They ignored the tall stone arc leading into the hall and instead climbed over a chain with an 
‘staff only'-sign on it to follow a narrow staircase to a wooden platform above. The sound of 
classical music filled the air. 


This area with a view down on the stage of the grand hall and a railing of carefully carved 
wood with golden details was usually reserved for when more seating was necessary during 
big events and important people needed a space to sit away from the majority of students. 
Now, however, it was empty of seats or tables, dust gathering as only students who couldn't 
be stopped by the restriction of entering (this was a magic school so if anyone was really 
bothered by it, there would be more than just one sign to stop them anyway, right?) would 
regularly relax or do their homework sitting in one of the tall roof windows. It was also the 
perfect place to secretly watch the orchestra practice — something Tommy and Tubbo have 
done more frequently than they liked to admit. 


And clearly they weren't the only ones who thought so because there was already a group of 
five people there, sitting in a semicircle on the floor near the railing with a couple of familiars 
(was that a fucking panda cub?!), chatting quietly and glancing down at the stage every so 
often. Tommy easily recognized Sapnap and George and waved to them shortly which they, 
Sapnap much more enthusiastically than George, reciprocated. 


Tubbo didn't give them any mind and continued walking closer to the railing, crouching in 
front of it and beckoning Tommy and Ranboo to him. They squatted next to Tubbo, looking 
through the railing and down below to the origin of the music filling the hall. 


Techno was standing in the front of the around 60 members of the school's orchestra, left 
from the conductor, Professor Littlewood (who also did Astrology and Herbology classes, 
though everyone knew the orchestra was his true passion), his violin loosely resting between 
his shoulder and chin, bow in the other hand. He had a concentrated look on his face as he 
waited for his entry, head ever so slightly bobbing to the rhythm. He wore a black turtleneck, 
the jacket of his school uniform thrown over the back of the chair behind him, and his hair 
resting in a low braid over his shoulder. 


Right as Tommy pushed his glasses up his nose, unconsciously leaning against the railing to 
get a closer look of his brother, the orchestra became quieter, the conductor lowering his 
hands and, without interrupting the rhythm, turning over the page of the sheet music in front 
of him. Techno raised his bow, placed his fingers on the strings of his instrument and, after 
one more bar, started playing. 


For the first time since the attack, the shivers that ran down Tommy's back and the 
goosebumps forming on his arms had nothing to do with ice, freezing wind or bad memories. 


Suddenly he was seven again. 


The first time he met Techno was on the Friday after Kristin and Phil had taken him to live 
with them. Wilbur was allowed to stay home from school as all four of them sat in the car for 
a couple of hours to pick up Tommy's second new foster brother from his school. 


Once they arrived, he was led through the falling snow to a huge building with an 
intimidating clocktower above. While Kristin and Phil waited by the entryway, Wilbur 
excitedly pulled Tommy inside to where loud music was coming from to watch a group of 
people playing various different instruments together. Wilbur waved excitedly at a boy with 
bright pink hair holding a violin — Technoblade — before they took a seat right in front of 
the stage to quietly watch the orchestra play. 


Tommy had been bored out of his mind immediately. 


When, after what felt like ages, the music finally stopped and the students put away their 
instruments, Techno walked up to them with a weird look on his face. He greeted Wilbur 
shortly and acknowledged Tommy with nothing more than a short glance. 


Techno hid in his room (the one right next to Tommy’‘s) all weekend and only came out to sit 
with a constantly dark expression at the dinner table. Tommy knew from the fun stories he 
had heard about Techno before and the tense atmosphere in the house that it was only 
because of him. 


Three weeks full of settling into the rhythm of the family and getting to know Wilbur and his 
parents more closely interrupted by tense and anxiety-inducing weekends with Techno being 
around passed and he, surprisingly for him, still hadn‘t been sent back to his social worker. 


Then the Winter Solstice and Christmas holidays started which meant Techno would stay 
home for two whole weeks straight. 


The arguments started quickly after. 


At first it was just Phil or Kristin going to Techno‘s room to talk to him after especially tense 
dinners or Tommy overhearing them in the living room, trying to get Techno to talk to them, 
but then one day, after Kristin had taken him and Wilbur to the mall, they returned to a tense 
Phil and a Techno who was shouting and throwing insults and objects around before running 
to his room and throwing the door shut. 


Winter Solstice, a holiday Tommy had never really celebrated before but knew should be 
filled with magic and old rituals instead was a day where the stifling atmosphere in the house 
made the lingering marks of the magic suppressants that, despite being off of his wrists for 
over a month already and not being supposed to have any lasting effects, ache even more than 
usual. Christmas day was an equally uneasy affair. 


Over the following week, Techno kept shouting more and more, and Tommy hid in his room, 
under his desk, with his blanket and the new gameboy he had gotten, trying to distract 
himself from the overwhelming anxiety the noise gave him. He kept hearing thunderous 
footsteps run up the stairs and the door next to his being slammed shut loud enough to make 
him flinch. When Phil checked up on him and brought him something to drink or fresh 
cookies and just watched him play his games for a while, Tommy often ended up asking if 
Techno was angry because of him. He was sure that Phil lied when he said no. 


A day before New Year's Eve, Tommy unexpectedly woke up to the sound of soft music. He 
needed a moment to realize it was Techno playing the violin in his room. 


After spending the morning building a snowman in the garden with Kristin (who kept using 
magic to throw snowballs at him) and playing cards with Phil (and his scarily intelligent 
crow), he climbed up the stairs to go back to his room and play with his gameboy. Instead, he 
found Wilbur sitting on the floor right in front of Techno's door which was opened just a gap. 
He smiled at Tommy and gestured for him to sit with him which Tommy, despite his better 
judgment, did. Wilbur whispered for him to close his eyes and listen carefully. 


At first, he didn't understand what he was listening out for. It was just a violin. The high pitch 
of the instrument would surely give him a headache and, seriously, who even enjoyed 
classical music? It was boring and old and stupid. That's what most people thought, too, 
wasn't it? He had hated listening to the orchestra weeks ago. 


But then Techno played a note that reminded him of something. 


Was it similar to the music of a movie he liked? A melody he knew from when he was even 
younger? There was something familiar about this, though Tommy wasn't sure what it was— 


Suddenly his mind was filled with the image of beautiful red and orange flowers, water 
glistening in the sun, the movement of trees, leaves flying off the branches and gently 
dancing in the breeze. 


Goosebumps appeared on his arms and Wilbur couldn't suppress a chuckle when he caught 
Tommy's surprised gasp. 


The music cut off abruptly and Wilbur scrambled to his feet, pulling Tommy with him as 
footsteps got closer. The door was thrown open and Tommy cowered momentarily under the 
glare Techno threw at them. 


"Leave me alone," was all Techno growled before slamming the door shut again. There was 
no music for the rest of the day but Tommy couldn't stop thinking about flowers and 
glistening water and how a boy who didn't like him was able to put such vivid images into his 
mind. 


The next morning, when he heard the violin through the wall again, he pressed his ear to it, 
closed his eyes and concentrated on the sound until he could practically smell the ocean on a 
stormy day, feel sand and salt on his cheeks. 


He told Wilbur about it after breakfast and he just grinned smugly and ruffled his hair. 


They were supposed to go to a firework show in London to celebrate their first new year as a 
family together later that day and Tommy had actually been incredibly excited about getting 
to watch the fireworks. He had never been allowed to go to a show like this before and was 
practically vibrating where he stood. 


But while Tommy was getting ready, he heard Wilbur walk into Techno's room and start 
yelling out of nowhere. Tommy's excitement melted into a panic that somehow made it past 
all his defenses and had him press his hands over his ears as he silently cried underneath his 
desk. Phil's low but stern voice mixed into it shortly after, the yelling lowering to loud 
arguing. 


"You just went and replaced me!" 


Tommy wasn't sure why that was what he was able to pick out from all the muffled arguing 
even with the hands over his ears but the tear-filled crack in Techno's voice stuck in Tommy's 
head for the entire rest of the day. 


They ended up not going to the firework show and instead had a movie marathon together, 
Tommy curiously watching as Techno, with red-rimmed eyes, leaned against his father with 
hands tightly clutched in his shirt for the whole duration. When the clock hit midnight, 
Tommy jumped up, walked over to Techno, and held his hand out to him for a handshake. 
"Happy New Year. I really like your music." 


Techno eyed him for a long moment until Phil squeezed his shoulder reassuringly. He cleared 
his throat awkwardly and accepted the handshake. "Happy New Year, Tommy." He looked 
between the other family members for a moment. "Do you maybe want to.. hear more? Now? 
Um, I mean— You don't—" 


Tommy's eyes lit up. "Yes, please!" 


Over the sound of fireworks, people partying and neighbor kids shouting outside, the 
Watsons spent the beginning of their first new year together cuddled up on the couch, 
drinking hot chocolate and listening to Techno play the violin until he was too tired to 
continue and Wilbur took over, softly strumming his guitar until Tommy eventually fell 
asleep against Kristin's side, dreaming about a home with a warm fireplace cut off from the 
cold outside world, about the people he loved surrounding him, and the possibility of 
belonging somewhere. About his brothers' music filling his heart and head with so many 
different images and emotions he never really let himself feel before. 


About Family. 


Tommy's love for Techno was built on his love for music and imagery. Looking at Techno, he 
thought of wide fields of grass, the wind playing a soft melody with the trees and the birds, 
and the colorful hues of the sun setting after a long, beautiful day. 


Tommy's love for music was built on his love for Techno. When he listened to the familiar 
sound of a violin, he thought of Techno's smile when he looked at his family, the exact shade 
of his hair when the sun reflected in it, his hands, firm and elegant and ever so gentle and 
warm when he ran them through Tommy's hair or over his wrists, the way his deep voice 
would rumble comfortingly when he spoke but tilted up when he was surprised or joking 
around. 


Watching Techno in his element, immersed in a piece he had played and practiced hundreds 
of times before, his seemingly cold professionalism unable to hide the visible passion with 
every move he made, every sound he created, made Tommy's heart seize in a way only his 
brothers were able to. 


An aching manifestation of how much he loved them. Of how he looked up to them, their 
passion, hard work and dedication. Of how proud he was to be allowed to call himself their 
brother. Of how privileged he was to be able to watch them do what they love. 


Despite his blurry vision, he couldn't look away from Techno, his eyes closed and brow 
furrowed in such a familiar expression as he smoothly moved the bow over the violin's 
strings, Tommy momentarily forgot there were other people around him, until he felt Tubbo 
brush his side. The boy leaned back in what Tommy immediately understood as the older boy 
giving him the opportunity to watch and listen to his brother for a little longer. 


The movement of Techno's bow became quicker with a crescendo of the orchestra all the way 
until they all, with a dramatic motion by the conductor, stopped playing at once. 


The silence that overcame the room made Tommy hold his breath in anticipation. 


Then a motion towards Techno and he played a part of the melody one last time in a soft 
ending. 


Out of the corner of his eye, Tommy saw that Sapnap and George's group was lifting their 
arms in silent cheers and claps so the students would be able to spot them but Mr. Littlewood 
would be none the wiser. Some people smirked, looking up momentarily. A boy with blond 
hair — the one he had seen sitting with the group at dinner before. Was his name Dream by 
any chance? He was sure he had heard that before — made a small bowing motion in their 
direction and, when Techno turned to him, nodded his head towards Tommy, Ranboo and 
Tubbo. 


Techno tilted his head in a silent question, turned around and looked right at Tommy who 
resisted the urge to scoot back from the railing and hide from his eyes. Instead, he raised his 
hand in a short wave. 


His brother smiled and nodded back, gaze lingering for a moment before Mr. Littlewood 
called for the orchestra to open the sheet music for the next piece. 


A minute later, music filled the hall once again. 


"Okay, so what exactly is your plan here, Bo?" whispered Ranboo next to Tommy who forced 
himself to finally turn away from the orchestra and look at his best friend who was still 


fiddling with the firecracker in his hand. 


"So," Tubbo started, pushing his hair out of his eyes, "a couple weeks ago, in Herbology, Mr. 
Littlewood told me off for lighting some stuff on fire—" 


"Understandably." 


"—_and I told him I just wanted to see if I can make homemade magical firecrackers because I 
saw something about it online," he continued, unfazed. "So he banned me from 
experimenting on my own in class all together! Which I thought was a bit much, honestly." 


Ranboo made a pained expression, hugging Michael closer. "So you made a firecracker 
outside of class..?" 


Tubbo grinned. "Exactly!" He looked between Ranboo and Tommy for a moment, eyes 
shining with mischief. "And you remember how Sam told me to stop using fire spells inside 
buildings?" 


"Which you have ignored multiple times ever since." 


"Well, it's a dumb rule if you ask me. Anyway, I found this Japanese firework spell that 
makes crackers go off without having to use fire or heat at all so it's totally safe. It took mea 
bit but I finally got that spell down so now it's time to piss off Mr. Littlewood — and possibly 
Sam — without breaking any rules they specifically set for me. Because what are they gonna 
do? Give me detention for not using fire inside?" He smiled very smugly. 


Tommy caught Ranboo's pleading gaze but just shrugged. "His logic may be flawed but I 
think it's fun!" 


"Knew I could count on you, big man," Tubbo cheered quietly with a nudge to Tommy's side 
before turning to Ranboo again who was picking at the edge of his mask. "And I need you to 
make sure all familiars here have sound barriers surrounding them so I don't scare the living 

shit out of them." 


"Why me?" Ranboo whined, pointing at Tommy. "Why can't he do it? Why do J have to 
become your accomplice?" 


Tubbo's face went blank and he just blinked at him for a moment before gesturing at the 
golden ring hanging from his neck. "Through sickness and health? Through pranks and 
detention?" 


"You just said we wouldn't be getting detention for this!" 
Tommy started laughing. 


"Also," Tubbo continued, "you are literally the only one I know who can cast a sound barrier 
spell without runes and hold it on multiple targets." 


"Wow, wait—" Tommy's stifled laughter cut off at that. "—you can do that? Actually? That's, 
like, university level spellcasting!" 


Ranboo couldn't successfully hide his face turning red behind his scarf. The silence answered 
Tommy's question and the younger covered the tinge of envy with an impressed grin. "Dude, 
you're cracked!" 


The older boy just shook his head, grimacing, before glancing at the other group and their 
familiars. He sent a deathly glare at Tommy and Tubbo and got up with a sigh. "I'll just—" 
He hesitated, holding Michael carefully in his arms. "I'll just ask them if they can— if they 
know a sound barrier spell themselves, I guess? Don't really want to put a spell on the whole 
group without their knowledge." 


With one last desperate glance at his friends, Ranboo turned and shuffled his way over to 
Sapnap, George and co., pulling his scarf up to cover most of his face. Tommy amusedly 
watched him greet them and explain what Tubbo was about to do, awkwardly gesturing in 
their direction and then at the orchestra below. Sapnap started laughing while the brown- 
haired girl put a comforting hand on Ranboo's arm and said something which made him 
visibly relax. Ranboo nodded and then quickly came back over to his friends. 


"They— um, they said they've got their familiars covered and to just give them a sign when 
we start," he explained, scratching the piglet's neck with one hand. He glanced over the 
railing for a moment, eyes scanning the hall carefully. "So I just have to focus on Michael, 
those two birds over there—" Tommy hadn't even noticed the two animals calmly perched on 
the railing on the far right of them. "—and Mr. Littlewood's dog." 


"Oh, I love that puppy!" 


"Of course you do, Tommy," Ranboo commented quietly without turning his eyes away from 
his targets. "Either way, I— I can do that." 


Tubbo jumped to his feet. "Fuck yes! Let's do this." 


The three of them watched the orchestra for a moment, waiting for the perfect opportunity, 
though Tommy wasn't sure what that was even supposed to entail. Techno had just finished 
one of his parts and used the moment to take a sip from his water bottle, waiting for his next 
entry while the rest of the orchestra was still playing when Tubbo nodded. "Now." 


Ranboo threw one last look at him, shook his head in disbelief and turned to the other group 
to give them a vague thumbs up. Tommy saw how they gathered their familiars in between 
them, the girl hovering her hand over them for a moment. He couldn't hear the spell over the 
sound of the orchestra but a moment later, she lowered her hand again and a guy with messy 
brown hair signaled back. 


With a sharp exhale, Ranboo gave Michael to Tommy and shook out his hands. "Okay. Let's 
go." Tommy ran a careful hand over the piglet's back as he watched. Ranboo seemed to be 
about as nervous as he had expected him to be but, at the same time, his gaze held confidence 
that had Tommy tilt his head curiously. He had never seen the taller boy like this. 


Ranboo's eyes switched between his targets a couple of times before letting his gaze linger on 
Michael. He raised his right hand in his direction. "Creation takes the oath of golden coins." 


The magical energy that radiated off of him and surrounded the animal in Tommy's arms was 
strong enough to tickle. Surprised, he lowered Michael to his lap and blinked. The piglet 
curled up, unbothered by the spell that just settled around him. Ranboo leaned down to snap 
his fingers next to Michael's head, satisfied when he didn't get a reaction. 


Then, he turned towards the birds on the railing, hand raised, and repeated the spell twice 
more (the familiars flapped their wings once upon the spell taking effect but ultimately 
remained seated — Tommy wondered if they were just annoyed they couldn't listen to their 
owners music anymore) before leaning over the railing to get a good view of the small brown 
dog lazily gnawing at a toy bone left from the stage and repeating himself one last time. 
Tommy felt the prominent aura of magic around Michael decrease with each spell Ranboo 
had to concentrate on simultaneously. 


As Tubbo grinned and stood next to Ranboo, Tommy could see a couple of students glance 
up at them repeatedly. They had probably seen the spells being cast and were wondering what 
was going to happen while trying to not give away that the boys were there. Some of them 
were distracted enough to miss one or two notes, though, as Tommy was able to pick out. 


Holding the firecracker to his lips and whispering a small spell, Tubbo made it float in the air 
in front of him, pushing back his hand to let it go over the railing and float just under the 
chandeliers illuminating the stage from above. The small black dot of its shadow was just out 
of Mr. Littlewood's sight. 


Students started closely following the firecracker's route with their eyes, subtleness giving 
way to their curiosity and a healthy amount of wariness. Everyone seemed to be holding their 
breaths. Tommy also leaned closer, squinting in hopes of being able to make out the 
conductor's face. 


Instead he met Techno's eyes again. 


His brother just raised an eyebrow at him with the same expression he used when Tommy 
and Wilbur were doing something they shouldn't be at home. Tommy shrugged a ‘what can 
you do?' and forced his eyes away again. 


Tubbo took a breath, left hand going into the pocket of his jacket and pulling out something 
Tommy couldn't see from where he was crouching with Michael. He licked his lips before 
smirking. "Hi wa machi o moyasu ga, matsuri wa kesshite owaranai." 


For the blink of an eye, the firecracker dropped. 


Then a bang. 


Painfully bright sparks lit up the whole hall, moving in spirals through the air as the music 
came to a sudden halt, shrieks and startled yelps replacing it immediately. Mr. Littlewood 


pressed a hand to his chest for just the fraction of a second before turning around in one quick 
motion, locking eyes with Tubbo. Ranboo took a careful step back. 


"Young man!" 


"Not made in class!" Tubbo called with a grin and put two fingers to his head in a sloppy 
salute. Then he threw, what Tommy just now realized was a second firecracker, in the air. 
"Kesshite owaranai!" 


The second explosion was just as loud as the first one, causing people to flinch once more, 
but the various bright colors of the sparks hovered in the air this time, forming glimmering 
shapes before eventually raining down on the students below. 


Tubbo leaned over the railing in delight. Sapnap was hollering left of them despite the 
giggled shushing of his friends. Techno moved back a couple of steps to avoid any sparks, the 
blond guy following him with an expression like he wasn't sure if he should be amused or 
annoyed. 


"Why am I not surprised it's you," Mr. Littlewood called up to them, face contorted in a way 
that made Tommy push his hand over his mouth to avoid laughing out loud. "You think 
you're really fun and sneaky bending my rules, don't you?" His gaze fell on Ranboo who 
recoiled at the intensity of the man's eyes. "Mr. Beloved, too! Tubbo's behavior rubs off 
apparently." 


Ranboo grimaced while Tommy quickly scooted farther back to not be recognized as well. 
He felt the magic energy leaving Michael as the older boy's focus was interrupted. 


"We'll take a 10 minute break," Mr. Littlewood announced to the orchestra before suddenly 
leaving the stage and walking down the hall. 


Tubbo's eyes grew wide as he realized what was happening and he quickly grabbed Ranboo 
by his sleeve, pulling him in the direction of the stairs before anyone could react. "We gotta 
go! Come on!" Despite the urgency in his voice and the obvious fact that running away from 
a teacher who knows who you are was pretty useless, he was laughing, eyes sparkling with 
glee. 


Tommy considered following them before realizing Michael was still curled up on his lap and 
he didn't really want to leave yet. He threw Tubbo a look he immediately understood and 
continued tugging Ranboo along and out of sight. Everyone could hear Mr. Littlewood 
calling something before the door to the building fell shut. 


After a second of silence, the students broke into chatter and giggles. 


Sapnap didn't hesitate to stand up and announce his presence to everyone by leaning over the 
railing (far enough for one of his friends to preemptively keep a grip on the back of his button 
down shirt) and shouting down to the blond guy who waved back at him, responding in a 
marginally quieter voice. 


When Techno's eyes wandered over in Tommy's direction again, he hesitantly stood up, 
carefully holding Michael but instantly regretting it as a dozen students turned to eye him 
curiously. It made a shiver run down his back, anxiety settling in his stomach at the attention 


Suddenly, Sapnap was next to him, throwing an arm over his shoulders and pulling him to his 
side. Before he knew it, he led him over to his group of friends who were currently moving 
their things into the alcove of one of the tall windows, not wanting to risk being caught by 
Mr. Littlewood later for sitting too close to the railing and being seen. 


Aside from Sapnap himself and George (who was again wearing a hoodie that made Tommy 
wonder whether or not he was somehow exempt from the school's dress code or simply didn't 
give a shit), there was a girl with long brown hair kept out of her face by colorful clips who 
introduced herself as Tina, a guy with curly brown hair, Karl, who seemed unable to decide if 
he should lean his head on Sapnap or the last one in the group called Quackity, who had a big 
scar all over one side of his face, from his lips up over his left eye and to his forehead. His 
beanie seemed vaguely familiar. 


By the time Mr. Littlewood returned, the orchestra continued their practice, and Tubbo had 
sent Tommy a message saying he would pick up ‘his son' as soon as he could (whether that 
meant the two were still on the run or currently sitting in the headmaster's office he wasn't 
sure) Tommy was sitting in the window surrounded by familiars, George's gray cat playing 
with Michael, the panda cub which apparently belonged to Sapnap gnawing on some bamboo 
Tommy was holding out for it and Quackity keeping a close look on three tiny ducklings 
running around right in front of him. 


The group was chatting casually, discussing topics for their upcoming herbology projects and 
talking about their weekends (which made Tommy both realize that Quackity, Karl and 
Sapnap were boyfriends and that Sapnap was Eryn's older brother, recognizing the awkward 
family dinner he had heard about already. Small world, huh). Despite barely knowing them 
and being quite a bit younger, too, Tommy felt surprisingly relaxed just sitting and listening 
to them. Maybe it was because they were distracting enough that the pain in Tommy's eyes 
caused by how bright the firecrackers ended up being didn't bother him too much. 


Maybe it was just because he could hear Techno's violin in the background. 


When Michael climbed back on his lap, grunting and huffing, exhausted but content from 
playing, Tommy carefully pulled him closer, unable to hide how adorable he thought the 
piglet in its small green shirt was. He suppressed the urge to kiss the little one's head in front 
of the older students but leaned over to comfortably scratch him under his chin instead. 


The sun hit his face through the window at the motion, the brightness causing a spike of pain 
in his head and making him squint with a grimace. He raised a hand to protect his eyes, 
glancing outside for a moment. 


A man in a bright white coat and hat crossed the plaza. 


Tommy's sight was too blurry to make out his face but he was fairly sure it wasn't a teacher or 
student. Because unless there was a special occasion, most people nowadays wouldn't walk 


around in traditional western wizarding attire. His father only ever wore his when he went to 
especially important meetings with the senate and, while his mother wore her traditional 
clothes more often, she didn't wear them on a day-to-day basis either. Tommy wondered if 
the man had an interview and was trying to impress. Maybe he was a new teacher. 


"Is that—" George interrupted his thoughts suddenly. He looked up and realized the older had 
followed his gaze out the window, eyes stuck on the figure in white as well. With an urgent 
motion, he called for Sapnap to come and see for himself and Tommy moved back a bit so 
the young man could lean over. Sapnap's curious expression turned serious immediately. 


It made Tommy's stomach turn unexpectedly. 


He looked between them and the man who disappeared out of his view a moment later with a 
frown. "What? Who was that?" 


Sapnap leaned back from the window, giving Tommy his space back again. He crossed his 
arms. "Punz." 


Quackity, Karl and Tina looked up at the name, seemingly more surprised than actually 
concerned at hearing the name, however, which made Tommy's suddenly tense muscles 
loosen up again. He eyed Sapnap. "Should I know who that is?" 


"You don't?" Sapnap asked, surprised, pursing his lips in thought when Tommy shook his 
head. He shared a look with George. "He used to be a student here. Left years ago, though." 


"Okay?" Tommy leaned back, pulling Michael closer to himself. "Why is he here then? I 
thought he was a new teacher or something in that outfit.." 


George glanced in the direction of the orchestra. "Maybe we should tell Dream—" 


"He's just here to visit his brother as always," interrupted Quackity with a roll of his eyes. 
"No need to freak out about it every single time, guys." George looked like he wanted to say 
something in return but stayed silent. 


Tommy was curious now. "His brother?" 


"He's your age so maybe you know him." Quackity eyed Tommy for a moment. "Purpled. 
Blond kid. Usually on his phone. Doesn't talk a lot?" 


"Oh!" Tommy suddenly realized why Quackity seemed familiar. He was the guy that had 
passed him and Tubbo in the library last week to talk to Purpled. The one with the blue 
beanie. He inwardly cringed at the reminder of how Purpled had caught Tommy staring at 
him. "I didn't know he had a brother." He tilted his head. "Though I guess I don't really know 
anything about him actually." 


Quackity smirked, his scar pulling at his expression. "Yeah, that sounds just like him." 
"So.. that Punz guy is here to visit his brother," Tommy continued after a short moment. 


"That's normal enough, isn't it? So what's your deal with him? Did you know him when he 
was a student?" 


Sapnap and George looked at each other again, eyes flickering over to the orchestra once 
more before the older shrugged, apparently ending an unspoken conversation between the 
two. Sapnap sighed and sat down, his panda cub (god, so fucking cute) tumbling over to him. 
"Do you know how Techno got the scar on his face? You were already living with them when 
it happened, right?" 


Tommy blinked at the unexpected question, trying to remember if he actually did hear 
Techno mention someone called Punz before after all and just forgot. "Yes?" he started 
cautiously. "It was when I was nine or so? I remember some stuff going down one day so that 
Wilbur and I had to stay at our neighbor's after school because Techno was at the hospital and 
our parents went to pick him up. They came home super late so I didn't get to see the wound 
until the next day." 


He remembered the day well. Wilbur had been a worried mess. "It was from that one duel 
everyone got into shittons of trouble for, right? Between Techno and—" Tommy thought for a 
moment. "—was it Dream?" The others nodded in confirmation. "I remember the police were 
involved." 


Everyone grimaced at that. 


Sapnap rubbed his neck sheepishly. "Yeah, you got it. That duel wasn't the greatest idea ever, 
in hindsight." 


"Very illegal!" Karl chimed in, though his grin showed he wasn't too concerned with that 
aspect. "Started fun, though!" 


Sapnap huffed. He looked at Quackity who was busy watching the ducklings running around 
in front of him with a pensive frown on his face before turning back to Tommy. His hand ran 
through the fur of his familiar. "So you don't know what exactly happened, do you?" 


Tommy shook his head. "Techno never talked about it. At least not to me." 


"Well, you're in for a treat then," Sapnap announced, clapping his hands together loud enough 
for the others to cringe and glance in the direction of the orchestra where a quiet piano solo 
was currently happening. "Because it wasn't Dream that caused the scar." 


Leaning forward curiously, Tommy raised an eyebrow at the older boy. "No?" 
"It was Punz." 


Karl tilted his head, his hand now lazily intertwined with Quackity's. "Punz was always a bit 
too much into being friends with Dream for some reason." He shrugged. "I think he never 
really had any friends before so when he was invited to hang out with him, George and Sap, 
he got really attached—" 


"which wasn't a bad thing obviously," Sapnap interrupted immediately. "He was cool most 
of the time. We were friends, y'know? But he kind of had a thing for—" He gestured vaguely. 
"Power?" 


"Dream and Techno were the most skilled magicians in our year so they started this weird 
kind of rivalry they still got going today," George continued, "but while they didn't take it too 
seriously, like, they just used it to push each other to become even better instead of striving to 
actually beat the other, Punz slowly but surely became obsessed with proving that Dream was 
the better magician." 


"Huh." Tommy frowned. "And how did that duel come to be then?" 


This time Tina spoke up, "Someone jokingly stated that a duel would be the only real way to 
figure out which one of them was more ‘powerful’ at some point and it kind of became this 
big thing everyone knew and talked about constantly. Eventually Tech and Dream relented 
because they hoped it would get everyone off their backs about it." 


She blew a strand of hair out of her face. "I'm sure you know that unregistered magic duels 
are against the law as well as that school rules clearly say using this kind of magic against 
another student is strictly prohibited, too. Everyone knew the risk they would be taking but, 
frankly, no one thought any teacher would find out about it in the first place, nevertheless, 
that a bunch of people would end up getting hurt." 


"The two had discussed the duel a lot, even set a whole bunch of rules to make sure 
everything would be fair and no one would end up with anything worse than maybe a couple 
of bruises," Sapnap stressed. "For doing something illegal, they really did everything they 
could to not get in trouble!" He scratched the side of his face absentmindedly. "Eventually 
everyone that knew about it met on a clearing in the forest behind the astrology tower, far 
away enough that no teacher or security would catch us, and they did their duel." 


"But it didn't go to plan, huh?" 

Quackity chuckled, looking up from his small pets. "You could say that." 
"Techno was winning." 

George shifted where he sat. "And Punz didn't like that at all." 


Tommy bit his lip. The anxious feeling from having seen George and Sapnap's worried faces 
earlier returned full force. He focused on Michael's soft huffs, running his hands over the 
piglet's back. 


"Dream isn't one to give up easily but—" Sapnap shrugged. "—everyone could see that he 
was struggling with upholding his energy for the fight and he got hit a couple of times 
already while Techno seemed barely out of breath. We were of course still cheering him on 
and wanted to see if he could maybe get a couple hits in himself but at this point we already 
knew he would lose." 


"When Punz realized that, he decided to step in." Tina frowned, biting her lip. "I think he was 
acting more on impulse than anything else but before we realized what he was doing, he was 
standing in front of Dream and started attacking Techno." 


A cold shiver ran down Tommy's back. 


"The first spell was the one that cut open his face but, thank fuck, he was still able to block 
the second one right after." Sapnap grimaced. "Don't know what would have happened if he 
wasn't as fucking fast at spellcasting to be honest." 


"Thing was though," Quackity cut in, "to protect himself, Techno used a reflective spell that 
threw the spell right into us spectators." He motioned towards the scar on his face. 


"Oh." Tommy's eyes went wide, hands stilling. "A rebound spell?" 


"Rebound is a mostly defensive spell but what Techno used was actually an attack, something 
to use your own energy to strengthen the attack thrown at you so you can defeat your 
opponent with their own weapons but made stronger." 


"So.. Techno made the spell more powerful and accidentally hurt people with it?" 


"Exactly." Quackity nodded gravely, face softening ever so slightly after locking eyes with 
Tommy for a moment, however. "As far as I know, no one blames him for it or anything. No 
one can really control what's the first spell that comes to their mind in such a situation." He 
gave a dismissive wave of his hand. "But if you ever wondered why a bunch of students in 
the last years have nasty scars.." 


Tommy didn't know a lot of older students but, now that he thought about it, those he did 
know indeed had some rather big scars. Aside from Techno and Quackity, he knew Niki had 
one across her left leg and Sapnap had the edge of a scar peeking out from under his bandana. 
Tina pulled up one of her sleeves to show him the old cut on the back of her arm when his 
eyes roamed over the group. "Huh.." 


"Well anyway, Dream was able to calm Punz down, we got everyone back to campus, made 
the first teacher who saw us nearly faint at the sight of all the bleeding students, ambulances 
were called, Dream and Techno admitted to holding a duel which went out of control and 
then the police were called," Sapnap rattled down the rest of the story, voice more casual than 
the story probably demanded. 


"The fact the two weren't kicked out of here and only ended up being suspended for a couple 
weeks, plus the trouble with the police of course, was a miracle honestly." Tina jerked her 
head in disbelief. "I suppose they were lucky to have been model students until that point and 
that no one that was hurt openly blamed them either." 


"And what about Punz?" Tommy asked. "He got kicked out?" 


"Believe it or not, he wasn't." George tugged at the sleeves of his blue sweater. "Dream asked 
everyone to blame him for what happened and keep Punz out of it. Techno was okay with 
that." 


"Why the fuck would they do that?" 


Sapnap sighed. "He didn't want that moment alone to define Punz's life forever and Dream 
felt responsible for what he did, so.." He shrugged. "They talked about it and, a couple weeks 
later, Punz dropped out and that was it." 


"Until he started visiting his brother?" Tommy guessed. Michael shifted on his lap, reminding 
the boy to start petting him again. The piglet grunted contently at the contact immediately 
after. 


"Yeah, he just turned up one day. We didn't even know he had a brother up until that point. 
But like—" Sapnap hesitated, running a hand through his dark hair. "—he seems to have stuff 
going for him now. Seems healthier and stuff, y'know. So I'm happy for him, I guess..?" 


"But we don't want him anywhere near Dream," George finished, eyes serious. "Or Techno, 
for that matter." 


Tommy nodded carefully, a bit overwhelmed by the amount of information he had just 
learned as well as the emotional turmoil it unexpectedly caused. "That seems fair." He took a 
deep breath and smirked. "What a wild story, though. Can't believe that's not something every 
student knows about. Would make one hell of a school legend, don't you think?" 


Sapnap laughed. "It's more like a deep, dark secret of the upper classes. Just you wait until 
your year ends up doing something stupid and dangerous and you will know that it being a 
secret isn't all that bad." 


"But don't let that thing be another duel," Quackity said. "That's been done now and would be 
really boring to repeat! And not worth being kicked out or, in the worst case, killed over." 


"Though that would actually make it more interesting again— ouch!" Karl narrowed his eyes 
at Tina who had kicked him from where she was sitting. "What? It's true!" 


The girl shook her head and looked at Tommy. "Limit it to something that causes at most 
minimal injuries, please." 


Tommy hummed with a barely concealed grin. "Another, deadlier, duel does sound fun, 
though!" 


"No yu 


Time until the end of the orchestra practice passed quickly after that and when they could 
finally hear students put away their instruments and push chairs and music stands over the 
stage, the group around Tommy also collected their stuff and familiars to quickly leave and 
catch Dream as soon as possible. Tommy stayed back with Michael and just watched the last 
members of the orchestra finish cleaning up. 


Dream and Techno talked for a bit before the blond man looked at his phone, quickly waved 
goodbye and left. A moment later, Techno, as if feeling Tommy's eyes on him, looked up 
again, tilting his head in question at his younger brother before taking his jacket and violin 
case and disappearing out of the boy's sight. 


Then the sound of Techno's shoes coming up the stairs and on the wooden platform. 


"Hey, troublemaker. Last one at the crime scene, huh?" His deep voice with the slightest hint 
of a smirk made a wave of comfort wash over the younger boy who just gave a sheepish 
smile in return. 


Techno nodded in the direction of the window and Tommy followed him back to his previous 
spot, sitting down together. Wiggling out of Tommy's arms, Michael excitedly sniffed at 
Techno who held his hand out for the piglet before starting to pet him with a fond smile on 
his face. "Who's this tiny one?" 


Tommy watched his brother's face, the affectionate curl of his lips, the scar he had just 
learned the origin of, the pink strands of hair falling into eyes that looked so much like 
Wilbur's and still nothing alike. "Michael. He's Tubbo and Ranboo's pet, slash, son." 


He hummed lowly. "What a cutie." As if taking that as his cue, Michael snuggled up against 
the man's leg, grunting happily. Techno didn't pause running his hand over his small back. 


With his sleeves rolled up like they were right now, Tommy could see all the symbols on 
Techno's arms and hands. He easily picked out which ones were his tattoos and which ones 
were words and sigils drawn with a black marker in between since those seemed to have 
faded some time ago, Techno only having traced over them instead of washing them off and 
redoing them properly. 


He nearly asked about it when he, with a clench of his heart, realized those were the drawings 
their mother had added to Techno's hands for fun right before dinner together on the twins' 
anniversary. 


They were the last ones he had gotten from her. Small sigils, ridiculous doodles and short 
messages of her love on his skin. 


The last sign of her love. Her last letter to him. 


And Techno refused to let them fade even if any magical effect must have faded weeks ago 
and the ink must have been completely replaced at this point. 


As if letting them fade somehow meant letting go. 


"Sapnap mentioned that he and George met you through tutoring but I didn't know you would 
end up hanging out with that chaos group," Techno interrupted his train of thought, Tommy 
quickly blinking away the tears that had suddenly collected in his eyes. "How did that 
happen?" 


"Oh, that—" He cleared his throat. "I was just tagging along with Tubbo and those guys were 
already up here so when Tubbo and Ranboo ran I somehow ended up with them." He tugged 
at his sleeves, pulling them over his hands. "They were nice." 


"I'm sure they were." Techno smiled and looked at him for a moment. "Why didn't you leave 
with your friends, though?" 


I missed you. 
Tommy felt his cheeks heat. 


"Wanted to hang with the cool, older kids, y'know?" Tommy replied with what he hoped was 
a nonchalant shrug. "Bet they would get me alcohol or drugs if I asked." 


"Yeah? They better not." Techno raised his eyebrow, obviously not believing him but playing 
along anyway. "Don't need you coming after Wil in that regard." 


"And that's why Wilbur's my favorite brother." 
Techno kicked him jokingly. 


"But seriously, I may not have gotten any drugs yet but I learned some interesting things.." 
Tommy gave his brother a meaningful look, wiggling his eyebrows with a smirk. Techno 
squinted suspiciously. "There was this guy outside," he gestured out of the window next to 
them. "Punz?" 


Techno froze for a short moment before cocking his head. "They told you about the duel?" 
"Yup." Tommy said, popping the ‘p'. 


Running one hand over his braid hanging over his shoulder, Techno hummed, pensive 
expression shifting to a smirk. "As long as they mentioned how I absolutely beat Dream's 
ass?" 


"They did!" Tommy confirmed with a nod. "But even so, I know some random wannabe 
wizard like that Dream guy could never be a match for you. I would have probably beaten 
him as well if I had been there, obviously!" he joked in a practiced voice of fake confidence. 


"Of course you would have," Techno agreed easily and with a very serious nod of his head. 


While a minute of comfortable silence settled over them, Tommy's eyes automatically 
roamed over Techno's tattoos again. Forcing his eyes onto something else so as to not think 
about the meaning of fading black marker, he noticed the two necklaces the other was 
wearing over his turtleneck. 


The first one was a silver pendant with a black crescent moon hanging from a delicate chain 
that Tommy knew Wilbur had a matching one of in inverted colors. The twins always had 
them, long before ever coming to live with Kristin and Phil, and Tommy knew they were 
some of their most sacred possessions. 


In foster care, when it was still unclear if they would be able to find a home together or lose 
each other in the system, it was a reminder for both of them that there was always another 
person out there who cared. That they weren't ever truly alone. 


The other necklace was a bright green emerald hanging from a golden chain around his neck. 
Everyone in their family had one of those. 


Except for Tommy. 


Kristin and Phil had matching ones already when the twins had gotten one emerald each on 
their 16th birthday. Somehow that turned into the rule that Tommy wouldn't get his before he 
was sixteen as well (he was pretty sure that that was Wilbur's rule actually) and the boy was 
patiently waiting ever since. It was a much more important thing to him than it was probably 
realistically supposed to be but maybe Tommy just didn't like feeling left out. 


He hoped his family would still be together in two years. 
"So.." Techno broke the silence eventually. "You're wearing your glasses." 


Tommy's hands flew up to them immediately. "Um—" He awkwardly took them off, 
repressing the urge to squint upon realizing how much worse his eyesight was without them. 
"It's nothing— I was just—" 


A hand wrapped around his wrist. "It's good you're wearing them." 
Tommy hesitated, his brother's hand shaking something heavy loose in his chest. 


He didn't want to think about the glasses. He didn't want to think about curses or bright lights 
or a hand pressed over his face. A cold eye staring at him. 


"You don't have to wear your glasses." 


Techno blinked, hand leaving Tommy's wrist and rubbing his hand at his neck where Tommy 
knew was another tattoo. "My eyes aren't cursed, though? They are just bad." His eyes 
lingered on Tommy for long enough to submerge his hands in uncomfortable static. "Should 
your eyesight still be crap when the curse is gone, I'm sure Mum and Dad would allow you to 
get a rune tattoo for it as well if you really want to?" 


The younger just frowned, clenching and unclenching his hands in an attempt to rid them of 
the shaky feeling. 


A sigh. "It's not really about the glasses being annoying, is it?" 


Tommy huffed and pulled his legs to his chest, wrapping his arms around them, very 
interestedly looking down on his untied shoelaces. 


"Remember a couple of years ago when you were upset that Wil and I both wore glasses but 
you didn't, until Wilbur gave you some spare ones he had?" Techno asked with a joking tilt in 
his voice. 


Tommy groaned. "Don't remind me. That's so embarrassing!" 
yg g 


"You think so? Mum thought is was adorable—" 


" Ugh i 


Techno smirked. "Too old now to want to be associated with your brothers anymore, huh? 
We're just too cringe, I guess." 


"No," Tommy denied quickly, heart clenching painfully at the implication he wouldn't want 
to have anything to do with them. "They just—" He raked a shaky hand through his hair. 
"They just remind me of what happened and that I have no control over anything that's going 
on.. I couldn't control anything when we were attacked, I couldn't control what happened to 
Mum despite it being my fault and I can't even control my own fucking body. I'm even forced 
to wear these stupid glasses if I don't want to end up blind permanentally." 


It reminds me that Wilbur hates me. 


"Stuff is just happening to me and I should be able to do something about it but I can't 
because my magic is all messed up! If I was better at spellcasting at least—" 


"Tommy, hey. Breathe." Techno's hand was back on his, fingers running over his wrist in a 
familiar pattern. "I'm sorry the glasses make you feel this way. I didn't know." He paused for 
a moment in which Tommy just pressed his lips together, still not looking up and instead 
focusing on the soothing touch on his skin. "But don't they also mean you're taking control 
over the curse by wearing them?" 


Tommy took a shuddering breath. "That's not—" 


Michael, not being petted anymore as Techno focused his attention on Tommy alone, stood 
up and walked back to the younger boy, huffing as if concerned and trying to squeeze himself 
into the small gap between his chest and legs, forcing Tommy pull the small piglet into his 
arms, Techno dropping his hand from his wrist at the motion. Michael nuzzled up to the 
crook of his neck. 


"Forget it," Tommy muttered. 


After a short moment, Techno moved and stood up, reaching for his violin case before 
motioning for Tommy to follow him. "Come on." 


Tommy hesitantly put on his glasses again, inwardly cursing at the instant pain relief they 
provided, and got to his feet with Michael in his arms. He followed Techno across the 
platform and down the stairs. "Where are we going?" 


"My dorm," the older replied without providing any more explanation as they left the 
building. 


Before Tommy could ask why, Tubbo's voice made Michael excitedly move in his grasp. He 
looked up to see his friend jog up to them. He set Michael down and watched as the piglet 
rushed over the cobbled floor of the main plaza to meet Tubbo who leaned down with a 
bright grin to easily swoop him up, eliciting happy noises from Michael. Reunited with his 
pet — son? — Tubbo crossed the last distance to Tommy and Techno, nodding a greeting to 
the older. 


"Thanks for taking care of Michael," he began with a fond look at the piglet before stopping 
and eyeing Tommy momentarily. "Didn't think you'd still be here, to be honest. Everything 
okay?" 


"Yeah, sure." Tommy nodded before quickly changing the topic. "You got into trouble yet? 
Detention?" 


"Professor Eret is deciding on a punishment with Sam later, so.." Tubbo shrugged, a smile on 
his lips. He looked at Techno who was standing next to them, watching the interaction a bit 
awkwardly. Then he turned back to Tommy again. "I'll tell you what exactly happened later. 
Meet you at dinner?" 


Tommy fiddled with a loose thread of his sweater, not knowing what to do with his arms now 
that he wasn't holding Michael anymore. "Yes. I'll be there." The brown-haired boy nodded, 
satisfied, briefly said goodbye to the two of them and left, loudly talking to the piglet in his 
arms. 


Techno nudged Tommy's side and continued walking. He quietly led them across the campus, 
past Tommy's own dorm building and past the animal care office to a building behind the 
library. 


Here were the dorms for the majority of upper classes, quite similar to the others, though 
Tommy knew that instead of four students only two had to share a room each. Tubbo and he 
were already looking forward to living there, just the two of them together, in a couple years 
and had planned out exactly what they would need for it to become the perfect room. 


He wondered if Tubbo would prefer to live with Ranboo now. 


They entered the building and climbed wide stairs up to the second story, Tommy trying, and 
failing, to ignore the curious glances other students walking past them with bags and the 
occasional broom in their hands were sending in his direction. Techno seemed to not notice 
them. Or he was good at ignoring them. 


After coming to a stop in front of a door, moving his hand in front of the lock and whispering 
a spell until the door audibly unlocked, Techno opened it with a push. "Come in." 


The first thing Tommy noticed upon entering was the intense scent of plants, herbs, spices 
and fresh soil. He suppressed a sneeze, rubbing his hand over his tingling nose. 


The last time he was in Techno's dorm was a couple years ago, before Tommy ever went to 
Winterleigh Academy himself. He hadn't paid attention to the room back then but now he 
was intrigued by the space his brother was living in and the similarities and differences it 
showed from his room back at home. 


Considering only two people were living here, it made sense that the room was smaller than 
Tommy's dorm room but it was also a lot less messy even if it still had a very specific chaotic 
dorm vibe to it that made Tommy smirk to himself. Techno always liked his environment to 
be clean and tidy but it seemed like, just as at home, he had trouble actually keeping it that 
way for long. 


The beds were left of the door, sheets neatly made but covered in books and a notebook. 
Techno walked over to put his violin case next to it, throwing his jacket on the bed before 
making his way to the other side of the room, by the big main window with a view down on 
the pathway and the gardens behind, and started rummaging through a dark closet covered in 
plants and small bottles, careful to not hit the desk filled with books and a tablet behind him 
when opening the doors. 


In the meantime, Tommy curiously eyed the dried petals and herbs hanging from the wall 
over a small kitchen nook with a mini fridge and a microwave, a calendar filled with notes 
and covered in post-its above. A weird looking blue plushie was sitting on the microwave and 
Tommy briefly wondered if it was actually Techno's or rather his roommate's when he was 
distracted by a framed photo on a shelf. 


It was from after Techno's first big concert with the school's orchestra when he was fifteen. 
Techno was in the center of it, looking embarrassed by Wilbur having thrown his arm around 
him and the shiny fabric of a red gown wrapped around his shoulders but Techno's cheeks 
betrayed how happy and excited he was with the performance, his hair disheveled from 
running his hand through it and accidentally pulling pink strands out of the braid his mother 
had made a couple hours earlier. 


Eight year old Tommy was standing in front of them, a cheap plastic crown that Techno had 
gotten together with the gown right after the concert for reasons Tommy couldn't remember 
was crookedly pushed on his head. Kristin and Phil stood behind the three, waving at the 
camera. 


They looked happy. 


Techno made a noise that told Tommy he had finally found what he had been searching for 
and turned to his brother. "What is it?" 


Techno turned around with a raised eyebrow and glasses on his nose. He reached two fingers 
to his neck, pushing down his collar to touch the rune tattoo underneath. "Depellendam 
magicae." He blinked a couple of times before focusing on Tommy again, smiling a bit 
stiffly. 


Tommy swallowed. 
The glasses looked so much like Tommy's. Even more so than Wilbur's. 
He didn't know what to say. 


"Makes us look more like brothers, don't you think?" Techno announced, moving the case the 
glasses had been in from one hand to the other. "I'll, um, take them off again if you think it's 
weird but I just thought maybe it would make you feel less alone depending on yours? Or 
something?" 


"You—" Tommy frowned. "You would do that?" 
"Sure." 

"Why?" 

Techno blinked. "Because you're my brother?" 


Tommy wrapped his arms around himself. "That didn't stop you from barely looking in my 
direction ever since we came back to school until today either. I thought you were the one not 
wanting to be seen with me." 


A beat of silence. 
"That's ridiculous. I didn't—" Techno cut himself off with a confused frown. "Did I?" 


Tommy shifted where he stood, leaning one hand against the shelf he was standing by in 
hopes it would hide how shaky his knees were. He felt sick. "It's whatever. You don't have to 
wear the glasses for me. That's dumb." 


"No, wait.." Techno stepped closer. "I didn't mean to. I was busy and didn't even think— I 
mean I thought—" 


Clearing his throat, Tommy tried to get rid of the overwhelming feeling of tears wanting to 
well up in his eyes. Looking up and meeting his brother's pained expression made something 
in his chest break. "I missed your music." 


They both knew he meant more than that. 


"Theseus, hey." Techno sounded conflicted. "You're my brother and I care about you, okay? 
Sorry, I didn't show that. I'll always be there if you need me." 


The boy shook his head, rubbing his sleeves over his eyes. "You can't promise that. Mum 
always said the same thing and now.. you know.." 


"That's—" Techno sighed, deep voice shaky. "I'm also worried about losing her, Tommy. But 
everything will be okay." 


Fading black marker on skin. 
Tommy averted his eyes, tasting blood where he was biting his lip. "You don't believe that." 


Techno reached out his hands, taking Tommy's from where his fingers were leaving deep 
indents in his arms. He leaned down to be able to look right into Tommy's eyes, squeezing his 
hands. "Everything will be okay, Mum will be fine, and you won't ever be alone, alright? 7 
promise." 


Hesitating, Tommy eyed his brother for a long moment, searching his serious expression for 
any hint of what had to be a terrible, painful lie. Because he couldn't promise something like 
that. He had no right to promise something he was unable to control. He couldn't. 


But all he could see was an earnest expression and eyes conveying nothing but how serious 
Techno was. 


He had never broken a promise to him before. 


Maybe it was childish and naive of Tommy. Maybe he should argue about it. Maybe he 
should be disappointed Techno would promise something like this, knowing how much more 
painful it would make everything if — when — it didn't work out fine. Maybe he should be 
angry that he was trying to get Tommy's hopes up. 


But instead Tommy took a deep breath and nodded barely noticeable and, before he could 
consider what he was doing, threw himself at his brother, wrapping his arms around his waist 
and tightly grasping at his dark shirt. He breathed in the familiar scent of Techno's cologne 
and closed his eyes, letting his promise wrap around his chest comfortingly in the same way 
his steady arms embraced him back. A soothing hand was running through his curls. 


He believed him. 

"I missed you." 

"I'm sorry." 

After a short minute, Tommy self-consciously forced himself out of the embrace again, 
rubbing a hand over his face one more time before awkwardly clearing his throat. "That was 
fucking cringe, innit?" 

Techno barked a surprised laugh. "Yeah, totally!" 


"Dickhead." The younger smiled carefully, cheeks hot from emotion. 


With a smirk, Techno reached out and ruffled his hair, passing by him. 


"Nerd." 
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"I was wondering," Ranboo interrupted the comfortable silence of the common room, making 
Tommy look up from where he was squinting at his homework and blink at the boy across 
from him who seemed deep in thought as they were absentmindedly scribbling something in 
the corner of their notes. "What exactly is so bad about necromancy?" 


Tubbo, sitting left of Tommy in an orange beanbag, his laptop and Michael (who was happily 
gnawing on a piece of apple) sharing the space on his lap, tilted his head in question. "It's 
against the law?" he started slowly, obviously confused at Ranboo's question. 


Ranboo stopped scribbling and looked up with a huff. "I know that. I just don't understand 
why it's illegal in the first place. It's nothing more than—" He gestured vaguely, pen in hand. 
"Advanced medicine. If we call it something other than necromancy it doesn't sound so bad 
anymore, does it?" 


Tubbo's arm tightened around Michael. "It doesn't matter what you call it. It's still kinda 
fucked up," the boy responded, exchanging a a brief glance with Tommy who pushed his 
glasses up to rub at his tired eyes, before continuing. "I know that you know why literally 
bringing people back from the dead just isn't right, Boo. The, um, ethical bullshit is the one 
thing we learned about necromancy last year." 


"And it doesn't even work." Tommy adjusted his glasses properly on his nose again and fixed 
Ranboo with a look, his figure more blurry than he would like to admit. The other's hand that 
wasn't busy fiddling with his pen was tapping the carpeted ground beneath him where his 
mask had been discarded shortly after they started on their homework together as if anxious 
to cover his face now that the focus was on him. Tommy quickly looked away, keeping his 
eyes on Tubbo instead. 


Tubbo put his laptop next to him and wrapped both arms around the piglet on his lap instead. 
He blew a strand of hair out of his eyes. "Tommy's right. As far as I know there is no person 
that lived for longer than a couple of hours after being revived. And there is no confirmation 
on whether or not their soul was intact in that time frame." He shrugged a bit awkwardly. "It's 
just not morally right to try necromancy, not knowing if the revived person is actually in pain 
physically or spiritually and will end up dying again soon anyway." 


"You are supposed to let the dead rest in peace and not bother and torture them with shit like 
that," Tommy added, scratching the scars on his palm. "That's what my dad always said." 


A moment of silence. 
"What about Michael? He is alive and happy—" 
"You don't know that, Boo." 


The sudden strain in Tubbo's voice made Tommy's heart clench painfully. His eyes flew to 
the small piglet in its tiny blue shirt covered in droplets of apple juice soaking into the fabric. 
He was so happy to cuddle up to everyone all the time. So adorable and small. 


Too weak to walk by himself for longer than a couple minutes at a time. 


Always tired. 


Tommy swallowed, forcing his eyes away just in time to catch Ranboo's expression crumble 
into something hurt and.. desperate. "But— He's fine! Look at him!" He motioned at the little 
one, Tubbo's arms freezing around Michael. "It's been months since that lab was shut down 
and we started taking care of him. If it wasn't for necromancy we wouldn't have him!" 


Tubbo's lips were pressed into a thin line. He glared at Ranboo. 


Suddenly, Tommy wanted to be anywhere but in the same room as the small family. He 
wasn't part of them and shouldn't be listening to this. He was nothing more than an intruder in 
their shared space and would probably only make things worse the longer he stayed. He 
wished he would disappear into thin air but all he could do was continue scratching his scars 
and listen. 


A door was shut somewhere down the hall. Students were chatting in the nearby rooms. 
The wind was whistling outside the tall window. 


A soft grunt pulled Tubbo from his stupor. He looked down to the animal in his arms and 
carefully began running his hand over Michael's head. When he glanced back at Ranboo after 
a moment, the other visibly shrunk in on himself. "When we adopted him, we both knew that 
Michael won't be seeing next spring." 


Tommy felt cold. 


"It's close to a miracle that he made it as far as he has but you don't get to claim that his 
revival or current existence isn't in any way painful for him. We don't know how he was 
before he died. We don't know how he was killed in that lab." Tubbo cleared his throat. "And 
we don't know what he remembers from all of it or even if his soul and memory are his and 
not some random creature pulled out of the depths of the void to be chained to this body." 


He took a deep breath, his voice and face softening as he pressed it to Michael's head. "You 
don't get to decide that all of that is worth it just because you love him." 


Ranboo nodded carefully, staring a hole in the notebook in front of them. "Yeah, of course." 
They hesitated. "I'm sorry. It was a dumb question anyway. I don't know why I—" They tilted 
their head, visibly biting their cheek. "I guess I was just curious. Morals seemed like a small 
sacrifice to make in return for.. your family, y'know? I didn't really think about how they 
would suffer." They looked at Tubbo. "Sorry, Bo." 


Tubbo pulled his lips into a small smile, shoulders relaxing with Ranboo's apology. "It's okay. 
I get it." 


"My dad," Tommy cut in before he could stop himself, making both his friends' heads turn to 
where he was still unconsciously scratching red marks on his skin, "he used to be a 
necromancer." 


Ranboo's mouth fell open. "What?" He looked between the others for a moment. "Seriously?" 


Tubbo just shrugged, the information not being new to him, while Tommy leaned back in his 
seat, finally stopping his scratching, cringing as he realized how hot and sore his skin was 
now. "Well, I don't go around telling everyone I meet about it. Dad doesn't talk about it a lot 
either, considering—" He gestured vaguely, Tubbo's eyes narrowing at the sight of the red 
marks on his hand. "—everything. It's not the most glorious background." 


"No way." 


"It's true!" Tommy couldn't help but grin at Ranboo's exasperated expression. "But the reason 
I am bringing it up is that, even though he doesn't go into detail of that time, he's all for 
discussing the morality of it all. He never said necromancy was inherently bad or evil, 
especially if you are just curious about this magic in general, and he always wanted to make 
sure my brothers and I turn to him for questions and, quote, stay the fuck away, end quote, 
from any shady communities. You know, like with drugs." He smirked, though neither 
Ranboo nor Tubbo mirrored it. A grimace. "What I mean is, if you have any questions about 
this stuff, I could ask him for you. He's not the kind of guy to want people to get in trouble 
with any teachers just for asking some questions. I'm sure Sam wouldn't be too uptight about 
it either, and he probably knows a thing or two about necromancy, being security and all.." 
His voice trailed off. 


Was he being too straightforward? Offering was too much, wasn't it? Maybe he shouldn't 
have brought this up at all. Did he make it sound too much like he had interpreted Ranboo's 
curiosity as something bigger than it was? 


Did he sound too accusatory? 
That's not what he meant— 


"How is he not in jail?" Ranboo interrupted Tommy's sudden string of thoughts, face twisted 
in confusion. "I thought your dad works for the government..?" 


"He does." Tommy pursed his lips. "I'm not entirely sure how that came to be. It's part of the 
things he doesn't talk about. He was arrested, though, and, uh, some people don't really like 
him." He grimaced at the thought of police men asking about his father during his own 
interrogation. How they had implied he wasn't fit for raising his children. "I don't know what 
the charges really were and he never went to prison so.." 


"Maybe he did something to make up for it." Tubbo's whole demeanor changed, a glimmer of 
morbid curiosity in his eyes suddenly replacing any remnants of caution. He shifted Michael 
in his arms, the piglet using the opportunity to bite at the bands of his necklaces. "Maybe the 
government accidentally killed a member of the royal family and forced your dad to revive 
them as a cover-up! Maybe he knows state secrets and blackmailed everyone to let him go 
and give him a job at the ministry as well! Or maybe—" 


"Okay, how about," Tommy interrupted with a placating gesture, knowing from experience 
where Tubbo's wild ideas would eventually end up, and not liking to imagine his father being 
at the center of it, "before we dive right into the conspiracy theories, we finish homework?" 
He glanced at one of the various star-shaped clocks in between the rugs of embroidered sigils 
on the wall. "Doesn't your detention start soon anyway?" 


"Oh fuck—" Tubbo quickly pushed himself forward in his beanbag to grab his laptop from 
the floor. Michael used the moment to wiggle out of his arms and onto the carpeted floor. 


With small, satisfied grunts, Michael ran around the boy's legs for a moment before jumping, 
more than walking, across sheets and books of Astrology homework spread out between 
them to, unceremoniously, leap into Ranboo's arms who spluttered as he moved to catch the 
piglet in time. Tommy watched as the older boy eyed Michael's small form in his arms with a 
look he couldn't quite make out. 


After a moment, Ranboo carefully lifted him and pressed his face to Michael's head, closing 
his eyes. "I really do love him," he whispered. 


It seemed like winter would start early this year, Tommy realized as he pulled the collar of his 
jacket higher, unsuccessfully trying to shield his ears from the harsh wind that had somehow 
sneaked into every space between the campus' buildings, surprising everyone passing by with 
a blast of freezing air and leaving them scrambling to get back into the warm comfort of the 
dorms. He wouldn't be surprised if it were to snow on Halloween. 


It was depressing how much he hated the idea of that. 


He had always loved the winter. He had loved playing outside until his cheeks and nose were 
bright red, and he had loved going sledding with his brothers on the hill down the road when 
he was younger. He loved Christmas, Winter Solstice and New Year's Eve with all the bright 
magic, hot food and enchanting music they brought with them. 


Winter meant being home for the holidays and doing all the things he enjoyed while being 
surrounded by the people he loved the most. 


Now the thought of the constant cold, of snow and ice covering the streets, neverending 
freezing winds and dark evenings made him want to curl up in his bed under at least five 
blankets and with a metric ton of hot chocolate and just wait until it was warmer again. 


He needed to hibernate. 


Yup, that's it. The only possible way he would ever make it through winter again, for sure. 

Just eat a lot and then sleep until spring and not ever spending even a single thought on ice 
hitting his chest so cold it took his breath away, it freezing around his shoes, trapping him 

helplessly and tearing his hand open. 


Ice cold eyes— 
Yup, not a single thought. Definitely. Not a chance. 


Pushing his hands deeper into his pockets while following Tubbo and Ranboo, who was 
carrying Michael in his jacket to protect him from the wind, Tommy wondered if he could get 
away with wearing a scarf and maybe a pair of gloves in October or if that would be too 
overkill. People would probably look at him weirdly if he did. It was barely even autumn 
after all, regardless of how cold he was. 


But maybe if he pretended to have a sore throat, he could wear a scarf at least? That wasn't 
too awkward, was it? No one paid it any mind when Ranboo wore his, did they? 


He shook his head at himself. 
Just suck it up. 


He sniffed, tuning back into the conversation between his friends currently leading the way 
across the campus and to Sam's workshop. 


He wasn't entirely sure why he was tagging along to their detention (Tubbo did argue that 
Tommy was just as much involved in his firecracker plot as Ranboo but Sam didn't need to 
know about that actually) but it's not as if he had anything more fun to do, considering if he 
didn't come and see if he could hang out with his friends while they did whatever it was Sam 
expected of them, he only had more homework and the dread of upcoming exams to return 
to. He highly preferred the first alternative. 


The deep bark of a dark brown labrador pulled Tommy's attention to it. A girl with long curls 
which she desperately tried to keep from flying into her face was quickly walking behind the 
dog that alternated between jumping in every puddle on its way, forcing the girl to take a 


couple steps back each time to avoid getting wet, and running after squirrels that would flee 
up the next tree and watch the dog carefully until it got distracted by the next puddle to jump 
into again. It kept wagging its tail excitedly, happy about being outside, while the girl looked 
after it with an amused smile. 


Tommy's fingers brushed the phone in his pocket. 
"Do you think Techno would want to go for a walk with me?" 


The second the question left his lips, Tommy's cheeks grew hot. That was a weird thing to 
ask, wasn't it? After everything that happened less than two days ago.. After he had finally 
talked to his brother again. After Techno had apologized for ignoring him and said he would 
always be there and care about him. After they had hugged. 


After all that embarrassing bullshit that Tommy did not talk about to neither Ranboo nor 
Tubbo but his friends most definitely were able to conclude from the way Techno had started 
casually waving at Tommy from across the grand hall during dinner, and the tears Tommy 
had to quickly blink away in the morning when he saw a text on his phone and realized that 
finally one of his brothers wasn't ignoring him anymore. 


Unless Techno was really busy (and he was a busy guy, being top of the class while preparing 
for exams and also practicing the violin for the biggest orchestra concert of the year and all 
that), there was no real reason for him not to agree to spend some time with Tommy. Asking 
his friends, who didn't know the whole story, for confirmation of what Techno had promised 
him was fucking weird and unnecessary. He Anew that. 


Still. 


"He's literally your brother," Tubbo shrugged, unconcerned, as he came to a stop and turned 
to Tommy, shoes audibly scraping across the wet pebbles of the path. "Just ask. Far as I 
know, he isn't one to suggest something like that himself, is he?" The boy pushed his hair out 
of his eyes and threw a knowing look at Tommy, who just grimaced. "Just text him, you 
coward. He won't bite your head off." 


Tubbo was right. The worst thing that could happen was Techno declining, so it really wasn't 
that big of a deal. He could be mature and ask him and be totally normal about this whole 
situation. 


Unless Techno would just agree to come along because he felt sorry for him. 


Tommy nodded. "You're probably right," he replied easily but took his hands out of his 
pockets. "I'll ask him later." 


With a huff, Tubbo punched his shoulder as Tommy caught up with him and Ranboo who had 
only watched quietly but grimaced at the blow. "Coward." 


The three (plus Michael) crossed the main plaza in front of the grand hall and clock tower, 
the wind even harsher in the open space, while Tommy dramatically rubbed his shoulder and 
threw constant indignant looks at Tubbo who just laughed. Meeting eyes with Ranboo for just 


a short second before both of them averted their gazes again, they and Tommy couldn't help 
but chuckle along. 


He was glad it seemed like their earlier discussion hadn't left any lingering awkwardness 
between the three of them. Tommy wouldn't have been sure what to do if his comments had 
somehow messed everything up. 


Passing a lantern underneath which a couple of red and yellow leafs were starting to collect, 

they reached the dark wooden door of Sam's workshop engraved with a carving of his name 

next to a childish portrayal of Fran. Tubbo reached out to ring the doorbell when loud voices 
reached their ears suddenly. 


Tubbo faltered in his movement, tilting his head to listen. 
The muffled voices came from inside. 


He glanced back at Ranboo and Tommy who both hesitated in their step. "Um—" Tubbo let 
his arm fall back to his side. "Should I—" 


"Maybe this is a bad time?" 
"But we need to be here for detention in like 2 minutes anyway—" 
"We should just ring—" 


Before they realized it, the voices came closer, heavy shoes hitting the stone floor of the 
entrance area. Surprised, Tubbo could only take a single step back from the door before it 
was pushed open and a figure hurried out, barely able to stop abruptly enough to not crash 
into the smaller boy. 


"Huh," the man uttered, clearly startled by the three students, taking a step to the side and 
blinking at them over the rim of his square glasses. 


Tommy suppressed the urge to shrink back behind Ranboo at the feeling of such an 
unexpectedly analyzing gaze on them, though the man's green eyes held nothing but mere 
curiosity. Ranboo anxiously averted their own eyes, tightening their grip on Michael, when 
his gaze lingered on him for multiple seconds. 


"Boys—" Sam was standing in the door frame behind the man. 
Tommy raised his hand in a short wave over the man's shoulder. "Oh hi, Sam—" 
"Get inside." 


Sam's voice was stern, lips pulled into a thin line. A sudden rush of anxiety filled Tommy's 
chest. He unconsciously took a step back, narrowing his eyes at the unknown man who just 
turned to face Sam with an expression somewhere between surprise and delight. The back of 
his deep black coat was covered in red runes and embroidered flowers. 


Ranboo's hand on Tommy's arm pulled him into motion and past the man as Sam motioned 
for the three boys to enter the room behind him. The heat of the workshop and his glasses 
fogging up momentarily overwhelmed his senses after the harsh, loud winds outside. The 
static in his ears and hands while unable to see anything more than blurry shapes when 
squinting over his glasses, left Tommy stumbling in place for just a short moment. 


He blinked. 


"Ah, and Sammy," the man's soft voice echoed through the hallway, "think about the offer 
again, please. We miss you back home." 


Sam moved his head as if contemplating his response before reaching for the brass handle of 
the door. "See you around." He closed the door without waiting for another reply and shut the 
man and the cold air out all at once. 


"Who was—" 


"What are you doing here?" Sam interrupted before Tubbo could finish his question, turning 
to the three boys who stood frozen awkwardly in the hallway. 


Tommy raised an eyebrow, the fog on his glasses fading slowly. "Detention?" 


A flash of realization crossed his face before Sam's expression shifted into sheepish 
embarrassment. "It's that late already? Must have lost track of the time. Sorry." He eyed 
Tommy with a tilt of his head. "Last I know, you didn't have detention, though." 


Tommy shrugged. "It's not as if I have anything better to do really? Aside from studying, I 
mean, but.." He gestured vaguely with his hand. "You know?" 


Sam huffed a small laugh, shaking his head before shooing the students out of the hallway 
and into the actual workshop itself. "Well, I guess I don't mind one more pair of hands for 
Halloween preparations." 


Following Tubbo and Ranboo, Tommy entered the workshop, actually seeing it (albeit still a 
bit blurry despite his glasses) for the first time since the attack. A tall jug made of thick green 
glass and two untouched cups of water were standing on the big table he had blindly sat at 
drinking hot chocolate and cuddling Fran just last weekend. A couple of old-looking books 
emitting a vague magical energy were lying open next to the cups. Sam quickly walked up to 
collect them in his arms as he told the boys to sit down. 


"Fran's outside?" Tommy asked off-handedly, continuing to let his eyes curiously wander 
over the room's inventory while Tubbo threw himself down on one of the chairs and Ranboo 
finally released Michael from his tight hold and let the piglet walk between the table's feet 
and up to Tubbo who eagerly reached out to pet him. 


Sam hummed as he walked across the room and to his heavy stone work table by the 
seemingly always lit furnace, slash, fireplace. He carefully stacked the books on it before 
turning to a tall shelf and pulling open one of its many drawers just to retrieve another book 


from it. This one with an unusually colorful cover. "Yeah, she's outside. Probably over at 
Animal Care. She is excited about the puppies they're having." 


Tommy smiled. "Ah, that's fucking cute." 
"You're right about that." 


"Who was the guy?" Tubbo used the opportunity to ask again while keeping a watchful eye 
on Michael. Ranboo curiously looked up from where they shimmied out of their jacket to 
throw it over the back of a chair. "I've seen him before, I think." 


Surprised, Tommy looked away from what Sam was doing. The man in the black coat hadn't 
seemed familiar to him. 


"Old friend of mine," began Sam while crouching down where Tommy couldn't see him 
anymore and reappearing with a couple sheets of paper and pencils. "He's got sons that go to 
school here so you may have seen him around." 


"Ah," Tubbo responded with a nod and a contemplating shift of his eyes, "that makes sense." 
Tommy had the feeling he wanted to follow up on that but refrained for some reason. 


With the book, sheets and pencils, Sam walked back over to the bigger table, smirking at the 
sight of Michael watching him, and spread the materials on it. 


Tommy used the moment to get closer to the furnace, relishing in the intense heat it emitted, 
and look at what Sam was working on. While squinting at the back of the books the older had 
stacked there, his mind got hung up on a sudden stray thought, however. "So he's allowed on 
campus, right?" 


He cringed immediately. If Sam let him in, it was fine. 


The man was a father and allowed to visit his children just as much as everyone else, and he 
was a friend of Sam's. Even if there had been a weird tension between the two earlier, he had 
to have passed the same security checks as everyone else. He definitely wasn't the parent with 
the worst history either.. Tommy really wasn't one to judge. 


"Yes, he's fine." Sam halted in his motion, looking up from the papers in front of him. "You're 
safe, Tommy." 


The boy just scrunched up his nose and made a dismissing hand gesture, cheeks growing hot. 


"Yeah, yeah, whatever. I know." Ignoring the looks on him as best as possible, he leaned 
closer to the books, adjusting his glasses. 


Gemstones of Ancient Times 
The Movement of Tectonic Plates: A Collection of Earthquakes and their Origins 


The Tale of Endlos and the Creatures Below 


Prehistoric Magical Relics 


Something caught Tommy's eye. 


Next to the books, wrapped into a velvety cloth, something that looked like the edge of a 
shard made of red — or maybe purple — clay was shimmering in the light of the bright fire, 
the sparkling white lights reflecting mesmerizingly off of it. He reached out to get a better 
look— 


"Don't touch that!" 


Like burned, Tommy flinched, pulling his hand back. He pressed it to his chest, heart beating 
too fast, while glaring at Sam. "I wasn't about to!" 


The man just threw him a disbelieving look. "Sure. Because I told you often enough not to 
touch anything on that table without my permission, right? Because it's dangerous if you may 
recall?" Sam leaned against the table and nodded towards the chairs next to Tubbo. 


Tommy reluctantly obeyed his silent request (order?) to sit down with them, though he tried 
to look over to the shard again, wanting to get a second look. "What is it, though? Looks 
fancy. All sparkly and shit." 


Sam shrugged. "I don't know. Had no time to look at it yet." He smirked. "Which is why you 
keep your fingers off of it if you don't wanna risk potentially losing them, okay?" 


Tommy just rolled his eyes, though he knew Sam was aware he was joking. 


"Apropos," Sam suddenly switched his attention to Ranboo, "you alright after last night? Did 
you get to bed okay?" 


"Huh?" The boy straightened in their chair. 


Tubbo tilted his head, looking up from where he had tried to keep Michael, who was grunting 
softly, from eating the shoelaces of his beaten-up sneakers. "What happened last night?" 


Sam opened the colorful book, flicking through the pages of what to Tommy at first glance 
looked like a mix of a sigil workbook and arts and craft instructions. "Sleepwalking." 


Tommy blinked. "What?" Tubbo seemed equally confused. "Ranboo is a sleepwalker?" 


That made Sam stop, his fingers coming to a halt on a random page of the book. "You.. don't 
know?" 


Ranboo stared wide-eyed at the older, fingers grabbing tightly onto the fabric of his pants. 
"T'm— uh—" 


Sam pursed his lips. "I guess I shouldn't have mentioned that. Forget I said anything. Okay, 
so what you're gonna do with this paper—" 


"No, wait," Tubbo interrupted, leaning over the table, a confused frown on his face as he eyed 
Ranboo. "You sleepwalk? Like actually?" 


Tommy curiously looked at him as well but averted his eyes when he realized how Ranboo 
was squirming in his seat. He focused on the gaps between the stone floor under his shoes 
instead. 


"Uh—" Ranboo pulled at the edge of his mask. "Sometimes.." 
"How did I not know about this?!" 
Sam fixed the smaller boy with a look. '"Tubbo—" 


"It's nothing," Ranboo replied with a frown. "I just sleepwalk every now and then, and Sam 
finds me if I accidentally try to leave the campus. It's not that big of a deal." He shrugged, 
though his voice betrayed any indifference. "I don't need everyone to know I have memory 
issues and walk around at night without meaning to. It's stressful enough as it is, Tubbo." 


Tommy winced. The thought of waking up all alone in the dark somewhere and not knowing 
how you got there — not knowing whether you were sleepwalking or lost the memory of 
consciously walking there — was unsettling if not fucking terrifying. They could be lucky 
the border prevented anyone from leaving outside of curfew and notified Sam of what's 
happening at the same time. Things could be much worse if Ranboo got lost in the woods 
instead or wandered into town at night. 


Maybe Ranboo could stay over at their dorm more often so his friends could make sure he 
doesn't leave the room asleep, Tommy wondered. His own roommates don't seem to be up for 
the job if it happens that often. 


Tubbo nodded, face still set in a deep frown. "Okay." 


Sam looked between the three boys for a moment as if waiting for something else to come up 
before pointing at the book in front of him. "Can we now please start with why you are here 
in the first place? Detention?" 


Tommy adjusted his glasses. "Well, actually there was this other thing.." He broke into 
laughter at the exasperated look on Sam's face. The others couldn't help but smirk as well. 
"Just kidding, just kidding. Go on, king. The floor's yours." 


Sam glared at him, though there was no real heat behind it. He motioned at the book again. 
"There are only two weeks left until Halloween and I will make use of the headmaster telling 
me to make you guys work. Don't test me unless you want to do nothing but carve 75 
pumpkins with your bare hands, you got it?" 


The three boys immediately sat up straight. 


"Hey, Tommy," Ranboo started suddenly, "I'm still thinking about what you said about your 
dad." 


Tommy looked up, realizing how weirdly focused he had been on drawing, sketching and 
designing all different types of halloween decorations on the paper sheets in front of him 
while Tubbo and Ranboo had chatted while working on the same, and Sam had been busy 
searching through various different boxes and drawers for samples of previous years' lanterns 
and garlands and starting a collection of them in the center of the table they were working on. 
Someone had put on some music at one point. 


He made a questioning noise in the back of his throat. 


"I was just wondering if I remember correctly that you made me write a text to him on 
Sunday?" 


Tommy blinked before realizing what Ranboo was talking about. He nodded. "Yeah, I 
couldn't see but had to tell him I would call him later. You wrote the text for me while Tubbo 
was out getting dinner." 


Ranboo nodded, seemingly relieved. "Ah, good. I wasn't sure anymore.." He shrugged 
casually. "Did you actually end up calling him?" 


"Is the new therapy working for Mum by now? You said it would be adjusted." 
"Oh.. Do you think it will eventually..?" 

"Ah, but, no, Dad. I'm fine. Don't worry about me! It's just..." 

"Yeah, my eyes are totally fine! I'm taking my meds and wearing the glasses—" 


"No, I just thought it would be a good idea to start and listen to you. Why do you think 
something had to happen for me to wear them, huh? You have no faith in me." 


"I promise, I'm fine, Dad." 

"By the way, did you hear about the man that went missing near London? The father?" 
"Sure. I was just curious. But—" 

"Thank you." 

"Love you, too, Dad. Say, uh, say hi to Wilbur for me? And Mum?" 


"Okay, bye. Call you again soon." 


"Yeah. I called on Monday right after dinner. Like I promised." 


Ranboo looked at him for a moment as if trying to read on his face how it went. Tommy 
briefly wondered if the other was attempting to figure out how the relationship between him 
and his father really was without asking directly. Maybe the information that Phil used to be a 
necromancer made them reconsider their initial opinion on him. Maybe they were worried. 


But Ranboo just tugged at the corner of their mask before finally turning back to the art 
project in front of them. "That's good." 


Tommy had planned on writing Techno a text before bed — totally not procrastinating asking 
him if he wanted to hang out and totally not terrified about his brother's response — but when 
the three finished their detention for the day, said goodbye to Sam and headed straight into 
the grand hall for dinner, his eyes immediately found the bright color of Techno's hair in the 
crowd. He faltered in his step. 


"Coward!" Tubbo called to him with a grin, Michael in his arms, before pulling Ranboo 
along to their usual seats. 


With a raised middle finger in his best friend's direction, Tommy reluctantly turned and 
walked through the rows of tables. He tried to not feel embarrassed at how fast his heart was 
beating. Once again Niki was the first one to spot and wave to him when he reached the 
friends sitting together. 


"Techno." 


The young man turned in his seat at Tommy's voice, brushing the bangs out of his eyes. His 
eyes immediately flitted over his form, something like concern on his face. "Tommy, you 
alright?" 


"Oh, yeah," Tommy gestured dismissively with one hand before quickly pushing it in his 
pocket when he realized people might see his scars. "I'm fine. I just—" He shrugged, 
focusing intensely on Techno's plate of food on the table instead of looking in his eyes. He 
took a deep breath. "I miss Steve." 


"Oh?" Techno tilted his head questioningly. 
A short pause. 


"I'm gonna go visit him on Friday anyway so," he continued carefully as if figuring out what 
exactly Tommy was asking of him, "you wanna.. come along?" 


A weight he didn't know was pushing painfully on Tommy's lungs lifted suddenly. He licked 
his lips and finally looked properly at his brother's face. Techno's eyes on him. 


Tommy nodded. "Yes, please." 
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Tommy squinted, leaning forward in his chair. "What the fuck does that even say?" he 
muttered to himself, trying to decipher what their teacher had written on the board. 
"Meadow.. what?" 


"Meadowsweet," Tubbo helped without taking his eyes off from where he was writing his 
own notes, "found in wet soils in Europe and Asia." 


"Ah." Tommy frowned at the board again but accepted what Tubbo said and quickly wrote it 
down as well. "What's the other one?" 


"Um," Tubbo looked up this time, struggling himself. "Willow.. bark, yeah, willow bark. 
Originally from China and can now be found in Asia, Europe and, uh, North America." 


"Huh.." Tommy tilted his head, unsuccessfully trying to recognize the words himself. 
Frustrated, he huffed, leaning back in his chair. "This fucking sucks." He took off his glasses 
in a swift motion and threw them on the desk, making them skit dangerously close to the 
edge until they came to a stop. He rubbed his hands over his eyes. 


Tubbo glanced in his direction. "Has it gotten worse again?" 


Looking at the room from in between his fingers, Tommy grimaced. "Don't think my eyes are 
much worse than they were yesterday, I don't think? It's just that the glasses aren't fucking 
working." He closed his eyes again, the blurry shapes in front of him having caused him a 
piercing headache since the moment he first woke up. "It happened back home as well. It's 
why I didn't want to wear the glasses in the first place." He groaned. "So annoying." 


"You should still wear them." 


Tommy whined lowly, causing their teacher to briefly look up from her laptop to check for 
the origin of the noise, but put his glasses back on again. His chest constricted painfully at the 
burst of helplessness when it still did nothing to improve his eyesight. He rubbed a knuckle 
against his temple. 


He still had tons of homework to do and weeks of material to catch up on before exams start 
but he definitely wouldn't get to study nearly enough if his eyes and head would continue to 
hurt like this more often than not. And aside from wearing his glasses, taking his medication 
and hoping, there really wasn't anything he could do about that. 


He hated it. 


Chair audibly scraping over the wooden floor, their teacher finally stood up from her desk. 
The students' heads automatically turned in her direction even as they were still copying 
down the information about different potion ingredients. 


"Okay, our time is nearly up so, for tomorrow, please memorize these ingredients and think of 
at least five potions they are part of." Students immediately started whispering and hastily 
scribbling down the instructions. "And for everyone that is writing the exam in two weeks—" 
Collective moans filled the room. "Remember the practical part has to be prepared 
beforehand! So decide on one of the twenty potions you are allowed to brew for it and 
prepare the ingredients in your free time." More moans. "I want your decisions and to see at 
least one ingredient ready in class next week, alright?" 


"But—" One student in the first row quickly interrupted by putting his hand up. 


"Except for three exceptions, all ingredients can be found on campus, in the forest behind it, 
or at the potions shop ten minutes away where you will be given everything you need for the 


exam for free if you show them your student ID," their teacher guessed the student's question 
correctly. "Don't worry about it too much. This is much less work than studying for the 
theoretical part while being the bigger part of your grade. You'll be fine, okay?" She chuckled 
lightly at some of her students' desperate expressions. "Just study well and remember that 
Halloween is the day after the exam. A light at the end of the tunnel, isn't it?" 


Unenthusiastic shrugs, murmurs and weak agreements carried through the classroom and 
Tommy honestly couldn't have related more. He would have to write his maths exam 
immediately after finishing the potions one at the same day, so it really didn't feel like there 
was any reason to even look forward to being done. And while some small part of him was 
excited for spending Halloween at school with his friends after all that stress, it mostly just 
reminded him of why he couldn't be home with his family. With his mum. 


With a small sigh, he finished writing down the instructions just when the bell outside rang 
and everyone, including Tubbo, started collecting their things and stood up. 


"Ah, one more thing!" their teacher cut in suddenly, making the students not stop but 
continue putting away their books at a slightly slower pace while looking back at her. "I have 
a small announcement from the headmaster and, considering I told you to leave campus for 
ingredients too, I think this is very important." Her voice grew more serious. 


"If you've paid attention to the news recently, you may have heard about there having been a 
couple of disappearances in the South and towards London. And while that is quite far from 
here still and there is little information about these cases available to the public, Professor 
Eret wants to remind you to be careful when outside of school grounds and when interacting 
with people you don't know. As always, be on time for curfew and prevent being outside late 
on your own if possible." 


The mumbling that had ceased momentarily, picked up again even louder this time. 
"It's just a precaution. See you tomorrow!" 


And with that the students began to filter out of the classroom, loudly talking now. Tubbo 
nudged Tommy's side, ready to leave as well. Tommy sat still for a moment, frowning to 
himself, before shaking himself out of his stupor and quickly putting his notes and textbook 
back into his bag. Pushing his glasses up to rub a hand over his eyes for a moment, he stood 
up and followed Tubbo, who was already in the middle of discussing the pros and cons of 
choosing different potions to work on for the exam, out of the room, feeling weirdly dazed. 
"__and what even is the effect of Potion of the Turtle Master? I swear, some of these are so 
fucking weird—" 


"—_not buying it. You heard how they're all magicians? And I know at least two victims used 
to go to our school! Would bet my ass the others did, too. I don't think it's a coincidence, why 
else would they warn us? I mean—" 


Tommy stopped in his tracks as they pushed out of the room with the other students, Tubbo 
interrupting his potion rant at the abrupt motion, throwing a questioning look at his friend. 
Someone awkwardly stumbled into Tommy's back but the blond boy barely noticed it, trying 
to make out who in the small crowd had talked. He had barely made out the sentences over 


the general noise and struggled putting a face to the voice. His classmates' images blurred in 
front of his eyes. 


What did they mean, it wasn't a coincidence? 


With a sinking feeling in his chest, he remembered the missing person's poster he had seen in 
one of the bathrooms the previous week. Did the man in the photo go to this school? Is that 
why the flier was here even though he disappeared hours away? Was he the father of a 
current student? An uncle? Older brother? 


Were they— was everyone in danger? 


Something tugged on his sleeve and only a second later did he realize Tubbo had pulled him 
out of the doorway of the classroom and to the side of the hallway. When he blinked at his 
best friend, he choked at how much his eyesight had reclined in just a couple of moments. He 
could barely make out the worried crease between Tubbo's brows. 


"Hey, you're fine, Tommy," he said quietly, in a tone that suggested he has been repeating 
himself multiple times already. "You're fine. What's going on? Are you in pain? Should we go 


see the nurse?" 


"I—" Tommy was struggling to collect his thoughts. "I want Shroud," he replied before he 
even realized how much he craved the calming presence and the stream of energy he received 
from being near his familiar. Maybe it would help bring some sense into his panicked 
thoughts. Maybe he could figure out what to do then— he needed to do something— 


"Yeah?" Tubbo seemed unsure. "How about Sam? Should I get him? You're.. shaking." 


"You are safe here." 
"I'm sorry I couldn't be there to protect you and your mother—" 


"There better not be a ‘next time’ at all. Not if I can help it." 


He swallowed. 


Sam would keep them safe. He would know if there was actually any danger around. He 
wouldn't let anyone get hurt. He had promised to protect them. 


He wouldn't be able to protect Wilbur and their parents. Phil and Kristin went to Winterleigh 
Academy. Who's to say no one is after them? 


Who's to say that wasn't exactly why his mum and Tommy had been attacked in the first 
place? 


Tommy shuddered but pushed away from the rough stone wall behind him, making Tubbo 
take a careful step back, hands raised as if worried Tommy would fall. "No. It's okay." He 
swallowed. "I know I am safe. Sam promised. It— It'll be fine, right? Nothing bad is gonna 
happen." 


Tubbo nodded again, carefully. "Yes, you're safe." He paused for a moment as if 
contemplating what exactly he should do or say now. "You're still shaking though.. How 
about we get you to our room so you can take some extra meds and relax your eyes for a bit, 
huh?" 


"And cuddle Shroud." 


"And cuddle Shroud, of course," Tubbo repeated with a huffed chuckle. He reached for 
Tommy's hand and, without another word, started leading him through the school. Tommy 
wasn't sure how he knew his eyes were too useless to walk around on his own by now but 
was relieved he could just focus on trying to keep his eyes open so he would at least look like 
he could see more than he really did and continue telling himself that everything was fine. 


Maybe if he explained to himself why no one would ever dare to go after his parents, that 
Phil was powerful and his mother safe with him, over and over again and kept replaying 
Sam's reassurances in his mind, he could actually stop the tremble in his hands and clenching 
chest pain eventually. 


The second they crossed the threshold of their room, the sense of a calming, warm blanket 
wrapping around certain parts of his mind gently massaged some of the tension out of 
Tommy's shoulders. He quickly dropped his bag at the foot of his bed, ignored Oni watching 
him curiously from Eryn's bed, and turned to Shroud's terrarium. 


As if sensing Tommy's distress, the spider quickly climbed on top of one of the bright green 
plants closer to the lid, so that when Tommy opened it, he barely had to reach inside until 
Shroud was already on his hand. "Hi, buddy," Tommy whispered to his familiar, careful, 
shaky fingers running over his back, and moved to Tubbo's bed to let himself flop down on it 
with a groan. He moved Shroud to be able to climb on his chest before finally closing his 
eyes. 


"Dumbass, take your meds before you fall asleep," Tubbo said just as Tommy felt something 
hit his leg. He glanced up to the blurry shape of the medical cream for his eyes as well as a 
strip of painkillers. 


"Yeah, yeah.." Pushing himself up again while Shroud climbed over his jaw — a familiar 
tickling sensation — he took the tube and squinted at his friend who was standing nearby, 
fiddling with his phone. "You'll be late for class." 


Tubbo huffed. "I'm not leaving you here completely on your own again. Not after you spaced 
out like that." 


Tommy frowned. He wanted to argue that he would be just fine for a couple of hours, 
wouldn't go anywhere, and Tubbo was being clingy and overprotective for no reason but.. he 
really hasn't done a great job at proving that over the course of the last couple of weeks. 


Still. 


"It's Basic Spells. Our professor already takes every opportunity to pick on you so no need to 
give him an actual reason by being late." He paused. "I'll also need your notes.." 


"Ah, just wait a moment, Tommy," the other boy responded while running a hand through his 
messy hair, "I'm working on it." 


Tommy took off his glasses before opening the tube in his hand and pressing some of the 
cooling content on the tip of his fingers. He made a questioning noise towards his friend, 
curious what Tubbo was planning. 


"I texted Sam." 
He blinked. "You have his number?" 
"Yup, for situations like this." 


The sound of the bells indicating the beginning of the next class rang steadily through the 
closed windows. 


"You just have his number to make sure someone can come babysit me?" 


"If necessary, yes. And don't act like I'm doing too much after what happened last time." 
Tubbo slung his bag back over his shoulder. "It's also for Ranboo now that I know they've 
been sleepwalking." 


Tommy grimaced but stayed silent. Reluctantly, he brought his tingling fingers to his eyes, 
spreading the cream over his eyelids and under his eyes, relishing quietly at the feeling of 
elevated pressure even as the cold caused goosebumps on his arms. 


"He responded," Tubbo suddenly exclaimed, though Tommy forced himself to keep his eyes 
shut. "Okay, so here is what we're gonna do," the boy continued. "Sam will come by in a few 
minutes to bring Fran who will keep you company until lunch. You will stay right where you 
are and try to sleep and if something happens, Fran can alert Sam." 


That didn't sound too bad actually. Tommy was surprised. He didn't expect both Tubbo and 
Sam to agree to leave him with only a couple of familiars around after his panic attack the 
last time. Then again, they knew they could trust Fran to keep him grounded and safe . 


Wait. 


Was his babysitter seriously a dog? 


He grumbled, suddenly embarrassed at the implication that a dog could take better care of 
Tommy than he himself could but just motioned vaguely with his right hand to show Tubbo 


that he had understood. 


"Just so we're still on the same page, though," Tubbo said, voice lower now, "if you dare take 
that compass off again—" 


"Yeah, yeah, I will be lucky if the bears get to me first, I know." 


"Good. I'll be keeping an eye on it. If that needle so far as moves the tenth of an inch, I'll 
ditch class and drag your ass back to bed, you got me?" 


"Sure, Dad." 


Tubbo just grabbed the strip of painkillers from the bottoms of the bed and threw them at his 
head, making Tommy glare in his general direction with a pout, covering his forehead and the 
spider's body with his hands. "Be careful, you'll hit Shroud." 


"I won't. Unlike you, I can aim," the other declared matter of factly. "Now take your 
painkillers, ass." 


"So kind.. so caring.." Tommy muttered to himself and his familiar but did as he was told. 


He fell asleep shortly after and when he woke, it was to Shroud nestled against his neck, Oni 
sitting on the bedside table next to his head and a white, fluffy blanket that he only after a 
couple of seconds of its rhythmic breathing recognized as Fran, laying across his legs. 
Running a hand through her thick fur and with Shroud's presence and magical energy 
soothing him, he quickly fell back asleep again. 


Despite Tubbo's reluctance, Tommy joined the rest of their classes after lunch, feeling much 
calmer and less anxious after his nap and deciding to just take Shroud to class with him for 
extra support (though trying to read anything off of the blackboard was a useless affair). 


A tiny voice at the back of his head kept silently wondering if maybe the man in black 
clothes and no face — an ice cold eye — was the one responsible for the disappearances all 
over England. 


Maybe Kristin and Tommy were actually the lucky ones. The ones who got away with their 
lives. 


‘Am planning on leaving around 2pm if you still want to come visit Steve with me?' 


"Definitely! Meet at the main gate?" 


‘Sure, see you then, Tommy.' 


Tommy was walking behind Techno through the bright hallways of the St. Raven Children's 
Clinic. There were a bunch of nurses and doctors who were hurrying past them, footsteps 
reverberating loudly on the linoleum flooring, while some others were conversing in small 
groups with colorful cups of coffee in one hand while gesturing wide with the other. A child 
in a wheelchair and thick bandages around its right leg was slowly pushed by an older man 
who smiled and nodded at whatever the kid was saying. Somewhere a baby was crying. That 
and the stinging scent of disinfectant in the air made Tommy's skin crawl. 


Techno had his hands in the pockets of his brown coat, seemingly unaffected by the smell and 
the amount of people they were walking by. Knowing the way through the corridors by heart, 
he must have gotten used to everything going on at some point. 


Tommy sniffed and, ignoring the people around them, watched the colorful drawings of 
smiling families and cartoonish animals on the walls. There were trees and suns wearing 
sunglasses, a sleeping moon and penguins surfing on high waves— 


A small girl, maybe six or seven years old was suddenly in front of him and Tommy was 
barely able to dodge her, apologizing quietly on instinct, though she just continued walking 
without paying him any mind. He blinked, pushing his glasses up — glad his eyes didn't 
seem to act up today and his headache was only minimal thanks to his painkillers — when he 
spotted something on her wrists. 


"It hurts! I want them off! Take them off, please !" He was scratching the skin around his 
wrists. It was raw and starting to split open in places. "Make it stop!" 


Phil took his arm, keeping him from hurting himself further. Something dark was in his voice 
when he spoke, though Tommy knew it wasn't directed at him but at the doctor in front of 
them. "Does this sound harmless or ‘totally healthy' to you?" 


"Sir—" 


"It's been five weeks already! Five!" he hissed. "Those fuck— those freaking magic 
suppressants are literally traumatizing kids and leave them in unbearable pain out of 
nowhere! No side effects, my ass! The same thing happened to my other sons as well!" 


"Studies suggest there isn't anything like that—" 


"Many people think it's inhumane to put these things on literal criminals in prison! Because it 
could be classified as torture, isn't it so?" Phil let go off Tommy's arm and the boy curled up 
on himself, tears running down his face at the pain hitting him in random intervals. He 
thought the black metal around his wrists had been removed when he got to live with his new 
foster parents but there was still this feeling wrapping around him, unmovable and draining. 
There must have been a mistake— "Why then do people like you still allow already struggling 
and hurting kids in the foster system to be subjected to his shit? Do you really care so little 
for children?" 


"Mr. Watson, you know children with magical abilities cannot be allowed to practice their 
abilities in such unsafe environments. The accidents that could occur that way are 
unimaginable—" 


"So you prefer this ? You cannot be serious—" 


Suddenly Tommy was being lifted, a warm body pressed against his trembling form, a big 
hand running up and down his back. He unconsciously wrapped his arms around Phil's neck, 
holding him close. His foster father's voice was much calmer, gentler when whispering to 
him. "Let's get out of here, yeah buddy? We'll find a better doctor and you won't be in pain 
anymore, okay? I promise." 


Tommy just nodded against his neck. "I want Wilbur.." 


A breath of air. "Of course. Let's go home, Toms." 


Tommy quickly averted his eyes from the small metal devices around the girl's wrists, heart 
pounding at the memory of feeling of being small, scared and in pain. Weak. 


Running a hand over his wrist, Tommy startled when Techno suddenly stopped in front of a 
big door labeled as a 'section 2 activity room'. With a short glance through his glasses in 
Tommy's direction, he pulled the door open. The sound of young children laughing and 
playing with each other met Tommy's ears. 


The first thing Tommy noticed was the sheer amount of children in the room. There were 
more than he had expected, though the room itself was bigger than any hospital playrooms he 
had seen before. Children were running around or playing with building bricks, wooden toys 
and dolls while others were reading by themselves or with one of the handful of adults in the 
room. It looked lively and fun. 


The second thing he noticed was the colorfully painted row of Avengers on the walls. Even if 
his eyes weren't as good as they used to be, the color schemes were easily recognizable and 
he liked the thought of being a kid and playing in this room, feeling like you were protected 
by 'Earth's Mightiest Heroes'. He couldn't suppress the smile on his lips when he spotted 
Spider-Man, who was hanging upside down in one of the corners of the room, waving inside. 


The third thing was the huge polar bear in the middle of the room. 


Children were all over the big form, small hands tightly grasping at the white fur and 
climbing over his back and limbs with the serious determination of climbing a tall mountain. 
Each time someone would reach the top, they would shout victoriously before sliding down 
the other side with laughter and high-pitched squeaking. Then they would try it all over again 
all while the bear kept its deep black eyes closely on them. Protectively. 


"Steve," Techno called, loud enough to be heard over the children's laughter but not to startle 
anyone. Tommy could hear the fond smile in his brother's voice. 


The polar bear's ears flicked up at the mention of his name and lifted his head. A surprised 
and undeniably happy grunt escaped his throat when he spotted Techno, who couldn't help 
but chuckle at the sight of the bear rushing up from where was lying, careful still to make 
sure each child was either off of him or securely sitting on his back. Then he crossed the 
room on big paws and a dark purple tongue licked the side of Techno's face before he could 
dodge it (though Tommy suspected he didn't seriously want to dodge it in the first place). 
Techno playfully shoved at Steve's snout and rubbed his sleeve over his cheek before pushing 
his face into the soft fur of the bear's neck for a hug anyway. 


Meeting Steve's eyes over Techno's shoulder, the bear grunted again with a short jerk of his 
head in something that Tommy knew was both greeting and a request of him to come closer. 
Tommy grinned as he stepped closer and held his hand out to the bear's face and received a 
mighty lick of the rough tongue as well. "Big guy, did you grow even more since I last saw 
you?" He rubbed his wet hand against Steve's face, ridding it of a good amount of the saliva 
with a cheeky grin. "It's been ages ." 


And it really had been, Tommy realized only after he had already said it. The last time he had 
seen Techno's familiar was the first week after school had begun back in August. It's been 
over two months already. Back when everything was still normal." 


Hushed voices interrupted his thoughts as Techno finally pulled away from the hug, a 
relaxed, satisfied expression that hadn't been there before on his face. Tommy looked up to 
see two young girls on Steve's back leaning forward carefully, eyes transfixed on his brother. 
Or more specifically, his hair. 


With big eyes, they watched the long pink braid hanging over Techno's shoulder as if its color 
alone was the most magical thing they've ever seen. 


Tommy couldn't help but laugh when a boy tried to reach out to touch the pink hair and 
Techno easily sidestepped the hand. "Sorry everyone, I'm just here to take this big and 
terrifyingly menacing plush bear—" He patted Steve's side roughly. "—for a walk." 


"Can I join, Mr. Technoblade?" a third girl asked with pleading eyes. She looked slightly 
older than most of the other children here and apparently must have met Techno a couple 
times already when he was visiting Steve before. 


Techno squinted his eyes at her and the girl immediately giggled at the brief grimace. "Nah. 
Y'all have to get off for a while. I promise I'll bring him back later but Steve here does need 
his exercise to be able to deal with you gremlins." 


Reluctantly and with exaggerated whines and pouts but also a lot of giggling, everyone 
eventually climbed off and let the three leave the playroom together. They left through the 
nearest glass doors leading into the, because of the cold and the gray skies completely 
deserted, hospital garden where Steve, grunting happily the moment his paws met the cold 
stone and wet grass, immediately took off in one direction. Techno motioned at Tommy to 
follow him and together they walked over winding pebble paths towards a small seemingly 
overgrown area of the otherwise well-kept park. 


A gust of wind made Tommy pull his shoulders up and bury his hands in the pockets of his 
blue padded jacket, where his left one briefly caught on a small box. 


He looked at Techno. 


It had been weird seeing him interact with the children of the hospital so easily. As far as he 
could remember, Techno never particularly liked being around kids, even less so talking to 
them or just ignoring them wanting to touch his hair instead of growling at them for even 
trying. Not that Techno would go out of his way to be mean or randomly scare any children, 
of course. But still it was weird to see. 


Seeing the smile on his face as he was watching Steve walk towards a pond hidden by thick 
bushes and trees and throw himself into the green-ish water without hesitation as if he had 
done this a million times before, Tommy wondered if, over the years, Steve was somehow 
rubbing off on Techno. "How do you do it?" 


Techno blinked, turning his head and raising an eyebrow at his younger brother. "Do what?" 


They reached the edge of the pond. The water seemed even dirtier now that Tommy could see 
it better. He was glad he wouldn't be the one who has to make sure Steve's fur is clean again 
before being allowed back in the hospital. 


"Not having your familiar with you. If I even imagine not being able to see Shroud for a 
week or even more—" He shrugged. "That would fucking suck." 


A hum. 


Techno turned back to Steve blissfully drifting in what had to be bone-chilling cold water. He 
was quiet for a moment. "It's not like I don't miss him. You know how nice it is to be around 
your familiar and how much tension and stress it can cause to be away from them for longer 
periods of time, so of course things aren't perfect as they are right now. But it's the best way 
we were able to arrange things for all parties involved." He tilted his head slightly. "Steve 
likes to be around children and act as a comforting and protective presence for them. It's what 
he grew up with doing when Wilbur and I were younger. At the clinic here, he can do exactly 
that for a whole lot of kids who need just that." 


Tommy nodded, thinking back to the image of children climbing all over the polar bear, 
laughing and having fun, being at ease despite the fact they were in the hospital for who 
knows what reason. Despite the fact some of them probably have been there for a long time 
already and some of them possibly wouldn't be leaving for a long time either. 


However, the happiness in Steve's eyes when he spotted Techno couldn't be ignored either. 
"But he misses you, too." 


Techno laughed out loud at that, startling Tommy slightly. "Not enough to overcome his 
hatred for our school, I tell you that." Still chuckling, he glanced at Tommy. "Steve was 
already ready to go home and never set another paw inside Winterleigh a week into his first 
stay there. Too much flooring he didn't like walking on, too many narrow stairs, too many 
magic adults he didn't know." He gestured vaguely. "And it would have only gotten worse the 
bigger he got even if he is quite small for a full-grown polar bear even now." 


"He is?" Tommy questioned quietly, eyeing Steve again. Apparently he didn't quite know 
how big ordinary polar bears really got. He couldn't imagine one being even bigger than 
Steve. Fucking terrifying. 


Also kinda cool, though. 


"You know we tried to keep Steve home with Mum, Dad and Wil but the distance got.." 
Techno paused with a small grimace. "It wasn't great. And I'm able to get here much quicker 
and easier than if I had to travel all the way down to London each time. And Steve has much 
more fun and more space here, too, than if we tried to make the tiny student apartments 
around the campus work." 


"But it's still sad, innit?" 


Techno hummed again, tugging at the sleeves of his long, brown coat. "About as sad as the 
fact I can't see Wilbur or our parents whenever I want to either." He shrugged. "It's not 
perfect but it's also not for forever. Just until I graduate. Then I'll take him on a long trip 
somewhere with a lot of snow." 


"Huh.." Tommy frowned. 


They stood in silence for a couple of minutes, Tommy just pushing at the wet grass 
underneath his sneakers absentmindedly before Techno made a small noise, walked a bit 
further around the pond, and sat down on a low stone wall that was partially hidden under the 
bushes. Tommy joined him, though he immediately regretted it when the feeling of the cold, 
wet stone he was sitting on made him shiver involuntarily. 


"So, what are you thinking about?" Techno asked a couple minutes later, nudging him with 
his shoulder. "You're frowning at the grass as if it told you to go to your room. What's up?" 


"I'm not—" 


"Nah, you definitely are." Techno watched him for a couple seconds, expression shifting into 
something more concerned, something that made Tommy weirdly want to shrink in on 
himself. "You didn't just wanna see Steve, did you?" 


Tommy crinkled his nose. "Well, I definitely didn't come to see you, wanker." 


The older boy just blankly looked at him for a couple seconds before leaning back, eyes 
going back to the pond. "Okay, then don't talk about what you clearly wanted to talk about 
with me. I gave it my best." He shrugged. "If you don't talk it's not my—" 


"Wilbur hates me." 


Techno faltered in his movement. He was the one frowning this time, though more out of 
confusion than anything else. "You two have been inseparable from day one so I highly doubt 
it. But what makes you think so all of the sudden?" 


Tommy nearly laughed. "Not ‘all of the sudden'." He shook his head. "He's been ignoring me 
ever since Mum and I were attacked. The only time he responded to a message of mine was 
when he needed me to tell you to check your texts. That was the only time he ever even 
acknowledged my existence in weeks.." 


"Huh?" 
He bit his lip. "I think he hates me because of what I did to Mum." 


There was a moment of silence where the only thing they could hear was Steve's slow 
movement in the water and the rustling of the leaves above them. 


"You didn't do anything to Mum." 
"Well, I kinda have.." 


"No," Techno said sternly, putting a hand on Tommy's arm to turn him more towards him. 
"The only person responsible is the one who attacked you, Tommy. You didn't do anything 
wrong." 


Tommy rolled his eyes. "Sure.." 


A sigh. "Both of your brothers are idiots, Tommy. I'm sorry, I thought it was just me who 
messed up. I didn't know Wilbur was doing the same exact thing." 


"Ah, it's fine. You only ignored me at school and not back home.." Tommy's voice wavered at 
the bizarre image of hurt on his brother's face. "I mean—" 


"It's definitely not fine." Techno took a deep breath and met Tommy's eyes. "Has Wilbur 
actually told you he blames you for what happened at all? Have you asked him if he blames 
you?" 


"Well, no.." He shifted uncomfortably under Techno's gaze. "But why else would he—" 


Techno slowly let go off his arm. There was a brief pause where Tommy, with a sickening 
feeling in his chest, thought that Techno would agree. That he couldn't think of any other 
reason for Wilbur to act like he did either. That maybe he himself would reconsider— 


"Has anyone ever told you how Wil and I ended up in foster care in the first place?" 


"Huh?" Tommy blinked, confused. "No? I don't think so? I mean—" 


Techno pushed his glasses up with one hand, the other tugging his coat in place 
absentmindedly. "When we were four, our birth mother died after being sick for a very long 
time." 


"Oh." 


"I can't remember a lot from back then obviously. We were really young after all, and trauma, 
y'know." He made a vague motion in the air between them. "I would assume she had the 
same hair and eye color as Wil and I have but I honestly can't even remember that for sure. 
But the one thing I do remember was that she was in bed all the time." He hesitated. "And I 
remember how much it affected Wilbur. How he was always around her, telling her about his 
day and things he'd seen, sleeping on the bed with her, cuddling, stuff like that.." He briefly 
met Tommy's eyes but averted his eyes quickly again. 


Steve seemed to have sensed the sudden change in move and was carefully climbing out of 
the pond again, gallons of water rushing out of his fur and on the grass below, and shaking 
himself before walking over to where the brothers were sitting. He seemed unsure at what 
was happening but sat down in front of them and comfortingly rested his big head on his 
owner's lap. Techno grimaced at the feeling of cold pond water soaking into his pants but 
wordlessly started running a hand through the wet fur anyway. 


"I think Wilbur's toddler brain was sure that if he just loved our mother enough and took care 
of her in any way a four year old was able to, it would somehow make her recover. So when 
she died despite all that, his whole world fell apart. He felt responsible for her death and must 
have thought he personally failed her somehow." He licked his lips. "Our father gave us into 
the system a couple of months later." 


"I never knew that," Tommy responded after a moment of silence, brow furrowed. Over the 
years he had gathered that the twins' birth mother had died and that led to them eventually 
ending up in Kristin and Phil's care but he never heard the story like that. The fact that 
Techno still knew how Wilbur had been struggling despite being barely old enough to 
understand what any of the things going on around them even meant.. 


He shuddered. 


"It's whatever." Techno just waved his hand in the air. "I can barely remember anything about 
that or the couple months in the system and I'm pretty sure Wilbur doesn't at all. But when we 
were first taken in by our parents on the other side things get clearer.. Did you know Wil 
absolutely couldn't stand Mum at first?" 


Tommy tilted his head. A slideshow of images of his brother constantly being around Kristin 
immediately played in his mind. He couldn't think of an instance where Wilbur didn't take 
every opportunity to talk to her, ask her for help with his homework that he didn't really need, 
play her some of his newest music, burrow against her side on the couch while watching a 
movie. A disbelieving smirk grew on his face as he eyed Techno. "Wilbur is literally the 
biggest mommy's boy ever, there is literally no way." 


Techno laughed deeply. "I'm not kidding, I swear!" He cocked his head as if trying to 
visualize his memories more clearly. "He absolutely hated being around her. Wil didn't talk to 
her, he was mean and bratty, refused to listen to anything she said at all. I remember there 
were days where Dad had to come home early from work because Wil refused to eat anything 
she had so much as looked at." He glanced at Tommy, smirking at his brother looking at him 
with shocked eyes. "Wilbur was insufferable and so freaking annoying! And because I did 
actually start to really enjoy it there and was pissed Wilbur would cause us to be kicked out 
again, we were fighting half of the time as well." 


"I—" Tommy blinked, trying to somehow make sense of what Techno was saying and the 
absolutely foreign concept of a tiny Wilbur being anything but endlessly enamored with 
Kristin. "What happened then?" 


Techno hummed and shrugged. "I'm not sure when or how exactly it happened. I think one 
day something in his brain randomly switched, and from then on he started doing a complete 
180 and was barely able to let go of Mum's hand ever since." 


A short gasp escaped Tommy's throat when it suddenly clicked in his mind. "He was scared 
of losing her." He bit his lip roughly, looking away from his brother and on a random patch of 
Steve's fur instead, eyes unfocused. "He didn't want to get attached to a new mother after 
yours died, worried that she would leave as well, but eventually realized that everything was 
fine and Mum and Dad weren't about to get rid of you again either, right?" 


He could hear the rustling of Techno's coat when he nodded. "Yeah, pretty much. But what do 
you think happened in his head when he realized that Mum nearly died in that attack?" 


When he realized she could still die, laying unmoving in her hospital bed— 


"He—" Tommy hesitated, hands unconsciously clenching tightly in the pockets of his jacket. 
"He probably feels responsible and like he needs to care for her as much as humanly possible 
or else she will die. Just like last time.." 


Techno grimaced but agreed. 
"That's why he barely ever left her room." 


"Yeah, I think so, too," the older boy said. "I assume he doesn't know how else to even 
process what happened. And I think all that comes back to explain why he hasn't been talking 
to you." He paused for a moment, hand stilling in Steve's fur. "Maybe you're right and Wilbur 
does unconsciously put the blame of what happened to Mum on you because his brain tries to 
deflect at least a part of the guilt he is feeling himself so as to not completely stop 
functioning. We don't know who the man was that attacked you so maybe you were the first 
tangible target he came across." 


Tommy's chest hurt as he swallowed thickly. "But you mean.." 


"I don't think he even realizes what's happening. He probably misses you a lot under all that 
overwhelmed brain mess going on in his head." Techno sighed. "He's your big brother and he 


loves you so much it’s actually bad for my teeth, okay? He wouldn't consciously put all this 
blame on you." 


The boy blinked against the sudden stinging in his eyes. 


He hadn't realized how much he wanted to hear someone say that Wilbur doesn't hate him. 
Someone who listened to him and had seen the full picture. Someone he could trust and who 
knew Wilbur better than Wilbur probably even knew himself. 


The fact that Wilbur probably blamed Tommy hurt but he came to terms with that to some 
extent over the last month or so. But the fact Wilbur was struggling and blamed himself as 
well hurt even more. 


"What about you?" Tommy took a deep breath and forced himself to meet Techno's dark 
eyes. "I know we already talked about how you ignored me as well but.. do you still think 
Mum's state is my fault, too?" 


"I never thought it was your fault." 
Tommy huffed. "That's a lie and you know it." 


A brief pause. Then Techno sighed and carefully nudged him with his elbow. "You are my 
brother and I knew you wouldn't do anything that would hurt her or anyone in our family 
intentionally." 


"So even if it was my fault.." 


"It wouldn't change anything. You would still be my brother and I already promised you I'll 
always be there if you need me. So, repeating myself, both your brothers are idiots and have 
stupid stuff going on in their heads preventing them from being able to focus on what's really 
important." 


Tommy nodded carefully. "Mum." 


"Oh, for the love of god. You, you nerd," Techno exclaimed loudly, throwing his hands up in 
exasperation. "I can't believe you are so— It's like talking to a tiny, blond copy of Wilbur 
with you, I'm gonna lose my mind actually—" 


Steve grunted in agreement and Tommy couldn't suppress the laughter bubbling out of him 
suddenly. Something that’s been tightly wrapped around his chest for a long time seemed to 
finally, slowly come loose. He hadn't felt this light in months. 


Fingers finally relaxing in his pockets, he realized he had completely forgotten about the 
small box. With a wide grin, he took it out and held it to Techno's face, who stilled 
immediately, startled. "I brought chocolate for you, by the way!" Tommy declared loudly, 
shaking the box. "It's those fancy-ass expensive thin mints you like and as a thank you for 
taking me with you to see Steve I will eat most of them and judge your taste buds as harshly 
as possible now!" 


Techno raised an eyebrow at him before, with a quick move of his hand, grabbing the box out 
of Tommy's grasp, standing up and stepping over Steve's paws, already taking one of the 
chocolate pieces and putting it in his mouth before the younger could react. 


"Oi, dickhead! Give them back!" Tommy yelled, scrambling to follow after him. "I paid for 
those!" 


"Ten bucks that Tubbo was the one who did actually," Techno called back casually, holding 
the box high over his head when Tommy reached him and laughing when he unsuccessfully 
tried to jump high enough to get a grip on the box. "Sorry, no chocolate for small brats—" 


Tommy kicked his shin. 
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In Between the White Noise 


Chapter Summary 


Tommy accidentally does magic and the following conversation with Sam really does 
not go as he expected. 
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"Breathe and concentrate, Tommy." 

"I have been doing that! It's still difficult and hurts like shit." 
"I know, I know, I'm sorry. We can stop whenever you want—" 
"No. No, I want to try again, Mum. It's not that bad." 


"We both know that's a lie but alright. Let's do it one more time, okay? We'll take a break 
afterwards." 


Tommy nodded and grasped the wooden wand tighter, the material warm in his hand. He 
closed his eyes. Kristin was standing behind him, squeezing his shoulders gently, her breaths 
audible in his otherwise quiet bedroom now that he was focusing on it. 


m" 


"Think about your intention, really concentrate on what you want to do. Try and visualize it. 
An image of pink hair and gentle brown eyes came to his mind. 
A violin. A guitar. 


Careful fingers on strings creating the simplest but most beautiful of melodies. Tommy's own 
small fingers tapping along to the sound, swinging his legs where he was sitting on the 
kitchen counter while listening to his brothers' music, their parents humming along as they 
prepared dinner. Childish joy bubbling up in his chest. 


"Make out the feeling of magical energy within you. Follow the tingling all the way from the 
tip of your toes, up through your legs, tummy and chest, and into your fingers. Let the wand 


guide you." 


It took him a minute to differentiate the specific sensations in his body and the noise of his 
own blood rushing in his ears from the ever shifting feeling like listening to the sound of a 
nearby ocean or roaring winds on an open field, but when he finally did, he could easily 
trace its way through him until the energy collected somewhere close to his chest. The soft 
aura of the wand in his hand made that process effortless as if his magic energy knew to 
prepare for a spell before he had even put any thought into it. 


When Tommy was sure the energy pulsating between his chest and hands was strong enough, 
he straightened his fingers, pointed the wand in the air in front of him and took a deep 
breath. 


"Keep concentrating on the feeling and your intention for a moment longer. And when you're 
ready, cast the spell." 


A melody in his head. 


And exhilarating energy waiting to be released. 


Tommy licked his lips, focusing on nothing else but these two all-encompassing sensations. 
Then he opened his mouth, "I can see you specks of past melodies. ” 


The rush with which the energy traveled through his arms and into the tip of his fingers in 
sudden anticipation to become unleashed power was exhilarating and for a brief moment, he 
was sure this was the moment he had been waiting for for so long. Finally, finally, he would 
succeed at a proper spell— 


"What the fuck is that? Is he asleep?!" 


"That's possible? Scared the shit out of me—" 


There was a dragon. 


A small thing, barely bigger than a kitten, with colorful scales that faded from a dark red to a 
cool icy blue as it was climbing what looked like a wooden pillar with deep, detailed 
engravings. 


He himself was sitting on top of a table, boots pressed against the back of a cushioned chair 
as he was watching the small animal climb higher and higher, until it reached the dark, 
nearly black, stone of the ceiling where it finally hesitated. He could feel the corner of his lips 
quirk upwards at the sight. 


Suddenly, a man in a dark robe, holding a bouquet of red flowers, entered his line of sight 
and, immediately, he jumped off the table, turning to grab a weirdly glittery piece of 
something that had been lying next to him on the table. It felt weird between his fingers but 
he just moved again with his right arm raised in the air, briefly glancing at the dragon who 
didn't hesitate before leaping off of the pillar, spreading its wings and gliding down to him. 
The feeling of small claws digging into his arm and a soothing calm spreading through his 
body— 


For a brief moment, he was sure this was the moment he had been waiting for for so long. 
Finally, finally, he would succeed at a proper spell— 


Then there was pain. 


"Tommy!" 


He woke with a start, sitting up in a flash which would have ended with him headbutting 
Tubbo, who was sitting over him, right in the nose if the older didn't flinch back quickly 
enough. His heart was pounding as he gasped, wrists throbbing as he pulled them close to his 
chest, though an unconscious glance down at them proved there were no magic suppressants 
causing it. 


"Tommy, you okay?" 


He looked back at Tubbo in the near dark. He seemed equal parts concerned and confused. 
The pain in his wrists was dulling as quickly as it had come as Tommy realized he was in his 
bed in their dorm room and wasn't an 8 year-old boy practicing magic with his mother to 
slowly try and overcome the painful effects of suppressants anymore. He had been asleep. 


It hadn't been real. Just a memory leaving him with momentary phantom pains. 
He pressed a hand to his chest, willing his heart to calm. He was okay. 
"Fucking— Sorry for waking you." 


Tubbo bit his lip and threw a look to the side next to the bunk bed where Tommy suddenly 
realized Eryn and Freddy were quietly watching them as well, though without his glasses he 
couldn't make out their expressions in the dark. He flushed at the thought of accidentally 
waking up all three of his roommates in the middle of the night because of a nightmare. How 
fucking embarrassing was that— 


Wait. 
He frowned. He didn't actually have a nightmare though, did he? 


Fragments of the memory that had played in his mind flashed before his eyes. A memory of 
practicing magic with his mum. Though it ended with the pain of his power being unable to 


be released, it wasn't a bad memory per se. It hadn't made him uncomfortable or anxious or 
created a feeling of dread at what was about to come. He had been fine and content with 
letting it play out how his subconsciousness remembered it. 


Same with the sudden image of the small dragon. It had been random and a bit confusing as 
most dreams were but it hadn't been a nightmare. 


Why then had Tubbo already been on his bunk trying to wake him the moment the pain first 
hit him? 


Tubbo looked like he wanted to say something but wasn't sure how, the confusion still 
evident on his face as he looked between Tommy and the other two. 


Tommy scooted back on his mattress, the left-over ache in his wrists being replaced by a 
sudden spike of panic in his chest. The fact Tubbo merely looked confused and not alarmed 
was the only reason Tommy was able to maintain a grip on his breathing. "What's going on?" 


Tubbo sat back, blinking quietly, so Freddy ended up being the one to respond. "I'm pretty 
sure you just cast a spell in your sleep?" 


Tommy just squinted down over the edge of his bed, sure he had misunderstood. "What?" 


"I woke up because there was this music playing suddenly and then there were these small 
lights? Scared the crap out of me! I thought there was a ghost—" 


"You were mumbling to yourself so we figured you were pulling a prank or something," Eryn 
continued. "That you were practicing in the middle of the night for some reason, I don't 
know. But then we realized you were seriously still asleep and Tubbo climbed up there to 
wake you." 


"You're not supposed to be able to do magic in your sleep," Tubbo stated matter of factly, 
finally breaking his disconcerting silence. "How the hell did you do that?" 


Tommy's eyes were wide as he spluttered. "I— I don't know—" He definitely would have 
accused them of making shit up to mess with him if he didn't know exactly what spell was 
able to both create lights and play melodies. The one he had practiced in his memory. "I was 
using a spell like that in my dream, I think. I don't know how but I must have somehow 
managed to.." 


He looked down on his hands, the pain in his wrists completely gone by now. He clenched 
and unclenched his fists, biting his lip before looking up again, meeting Tubbo's eyes. "You're 
really sure it was me?" he asked, though he knew the answer. "Maybe there was a weird 
coincidence?" 


Tubbo held his gaze for a couple of seconds before tilting his head. "Yeah, no. It wasn't any 
of us and it was that same melody with the same spell you used last year already. No doubt it 
was you." 


Tommy grimaced. He really must have used his magic. 


Just like that. 


The image of his mother lying unmoving in a hospital bed because of him involuntarily came 
to his mind. He swallowed. 


Clearing his throat, he looked between his roommates again. "Ah, sorry for that. I didn't mean 
to scare you or anything." 


Freddy was already half-way up his bed again, even in the dark looking like he definitely 
needed the sleep now that the adrenaline of being woken so unexpectedly had faded, but was 
still eyeing Tommy curiously every other moment. "It's fine. Don't worry about it." 


"It shouldn't happen though," Eryn spoke up lowly as they also turned back to their bed, Oni's 
eyes staring at Tommy out of the darkness of the blankets. "Casting spells uncontrolled like 
that is dangerous and can only end in disaster if you ask me." He glanced back over his 
shoulder at Tommy with a look that left him unable to breathe. "You could seriously hurt 
someone." 


"Mr. Watson, you know children with magical abilities cannot be allowed to practice those in 
such unsafe environments. The accidents that could occur that way are unimaginable—" 


"Your file also says you have been examined because of possible complications with the long- 
term usage of magic suppressants in your childhood. So you've been having issues with 
controlling your spells, isn't that correct?" 


"I think he hates me because of what I did to Mum." 


Tommy didn't dare to close his eyes for the rest of the night. 


"So you cast a spell while asleep?" Sam leaned against his work table, arms crossed and face 
set in a serious expression as he watched Tommy fidget with the compass around his neck. 


The boy just nodded where he stood. 


"You know that sleep-spellcasting isn't really a thing. Your body, mind and magical energy 
needs to be in too much of a conscious state to work together like that. It rarely ever 
happens." 


"I know, Sam!" Tommy looked up, frustrated. He felt sluggish and tired, eyes and head 
aching from lack of sleep. He didn't feel like explaining himself right now. He just wanted 
Sam to fucking help him. "It still happened, you gotta believe me. Ask my roommates if you 
think I'm talking bullshit—" 


"I'm not accusing you of making anything up, Tommy," Sam quickly interrupted, pushing 
away from the table with raised hands. "I was just wondering how and why it would happen 
to you considering how unusual something like that is." 


Tommy bit his lip, forcing himself to stay calm. "I don't know the reason. All I did was dream 
about using a spell and then I somehow ended up actually casting it." 


Sam eyed Tommy for a long moment. Then he turned, glancing in the direction of one of his 
bookshelves and pursing his lips in thought. "Well, I suppose we can start worrying about it 
should it happen again." He met Tommy's eyes. "For now we can just treat it as a random 
thing that probably won't ever happen a second time anyway. Who knows how that curse on 
your eyes and the stress you're dealing with messes with your magic. Either way, it's not like 
there is any danger to it. You wouldn't unconsciously use a spell that could put anyone in 
danger—" 


"But what if I did?" 


Sam tilted his head. "Do you even know any actually dangerous spells well enough to use 
them this easily?" 


"That's not the point!" 
"It's not?" 


Tommy bristled, pulling his shoulders to his ears. He clenched his hands, suddenly wishing 
he hadn't come to Sam for this. He thought he would understand. 


He needed him to help him and make sure he wouldn't hurt anyone. Prevent him from cursing 
anyone else like he had already cursed his mother— 


"I could accidentally kill someone, Sam." 


The early morning silence of the workshop hung heavy in the air for a moment. Only a single 
old light bulb illuminated Sam's face, gaze analyzing. 


"You won't." 
Tommy threw his hands up, voice louder now. "You can't know that!" 


Sam suddenly stepped closer, something dangerous flaring in his eyes. With a small yelp, 
Tommy took a step back, his elbow hitting the edge of one of the tall sturdy shelves all 
around the workshop. His anger died away in an instant. 


"Tommy, what exactly are you asking of me right now?" Sam demanded seriously. "Because 
to me it sounds like you want me to somehow punish you for casting an absolutely harmless 


spell. Like you want me to prevent you from being able to do magic at all but that can't be 
right because I know you of all people wouldn't ask me to do something that appalling 
whether I would think it was appropriate or not. Which I don't, just to be clear." 


"No— That's—" Tommy stared at Sam now, head shaking slowly. His heart beat painfully in 
his chest as he wrapped a hand around his wrist. 


That wasn't what Tommy had meant to imply. That wasn't what he wanted. It wasn't. How 
could Sam even come to that conclusion? To think he would ever suggest something like that. 
Like dark metal around his wrists, constricting and painful— 


Then again, what did he want Sam to do if not that? 


"That's not what I meant— I just—" He shuddered, averting his eyes. "I already hurt my 
mum without meaning to so who says I'm not gonna accidentally curse anyone else, too?" 


Sam frowned. "You cursed her? I thought it was the guy that attacked you." 


Tommy froze. He had forgotten that he had omitted that part when recounting the events of 
the attack to Sam last week. "It was an accident! I don't know what happened and I didn't 
mean to hurt her but— Ugh!" He took a shaky breath, willing away tears. "The doctors and 
police all said it was my fault! And now this is happening again and I don't— That's exactly 
why I avoided using magic in the first place! I don't want to fucking kill my roommates in my 
sleep, Sam, you have to understand!" He pressed his lips together. "I— I don't know how but 
you have to help me. Please." 


"I'm—" Sam seemed momentarily overwhelmed by the new information, as if he was 
struggling to insert it in his previous understanding of the situation. Then he shook his head. 
"Okay, I mean I understand why you're worried but— wait." Sam paused suddenly, eyes 
narrowing. "What do you mean you avoided using magic?" 


Tommy averted his eyes quickly. "Uh.." 


Hands on his shoulders. "Tommy." Sam bowed his head until he was face to face with the 
boy again. "When was the last time you cast a spell before tonight?" 


"— Um.." 
"Tom." 


He swallowed thickly, face growing uncomfortably hot as he ran the back of his hand over 
his mouth. "When, uh, right there, too? When we were attacked..?" 


The grip of the hands on his shoulders faltered in the sudden moment of silence. "How the—" 


"I don't—" Tommy was abruptly overcome with the urge to justify himself somehow. "I was 
in the hospital myself still and suddenly learned that my mum was actually really badly hurt 
and wasn't waking up, y'know? I was fucking terrified and couldn't see anything and was 
already replaying the attack over and over again in my head trying to figure out what I could 
have done to protect her, and then the doctors and later the police started saying that I was the 


one who cursed her and that everything that was happening to her was my fault! And I was 
still trying to figure out what the fuck I even did that could have caused something like that 
and how I could have fucked up so badly?" He breathed heavily now, hands clenched in the 
fabric of his shirt. "As long as I didn't know what happened, I wanted to make sure I at least 
didn't make things even worse by using magic. Figured that I can't accidentally kill someone 
if I just don't cast anything! But now I just randomly did it in my sleep and isn't that the most 
fucked up thing ever?!" 


"Okay, Tommy. Tommy." Sam's hands moved from his shoulders to his face where his thumbs 
started drawing soothing circles onto his skin. "Calm down. You're fine. It's okay. I 
understand, alright?" 


Tommy bit down on his lip harshly to keep himself from saying anything more. 


"So, let me get this straight," Sam said carefully. "You deliberately didn't use any magic for 
the last two months because you were worried about what would happen if you did." 


Without releasing his lip from in between his teeth, Tommy nodded. 
"And no one knows about that? Nobody noticed?" 

"I don't think so. No one ever mentioned it." 

Sam's voice rose an octave at his incredulous, "How?" 

A shrug. 


"I mean I can get how it could go unnoticed back at home with everything that was probably 
going on there at the time but here? It's a magic academy where you go to study magic." He 
lifted his hands from Tommy's face to rub them over his own, suddenly seeming a lot more 
tired than he did just a couple minutes ago. "How do you unlock the door to your dorm 
room?" 


Tommy stared intensely at the tips of his worn-out sneakers. "I use the key sometimes but 
usually I'm with Tubbo, or someone is already inside. It's not like any of us properly lock up 
anyway." 


"What about classes?" 


"My in-class participation wasn't that great to begin with." Tommy shrugged again, a bit 
awkwardly. "The teachers know I missed a lot and that my spell-casting was already bad 
anyway so they pick others to show off spells and stuff. The only class I thought I couldn't 
get away with that was Basic Spells but our professor has it out for Tubbo so I've been able to 
dodge that so far as well.." 


Sam blinked. "Tutoring?" 


"Said I didn't feel like practicing spells." 


"Honestly this amount of successful avoidance is impressive in itself but.." Sam sighed and 
finally stood back, one hand still on his chin. "I'm not a doctor but I can't imagine that anyone 
can just suppress their abilities for such a long time without any kind of repercussions." He 
tilted his head. "You didn't tell the nurse either?" 


"No.." 
A contemplating hum. "I wonder if that might have messed with your eyes, too.." 


The boy's head whipped up fast enough that his glasses ended up skewed on his nose. "What? 
There's no way—" 


Sam jerked his shoulders. "I don't know. I'm just thinking out loud here. Like I said, I'm no 
doctor." He sighed. "I am pretty certain this is why you were able to cast something in your 
sleep though. Your energy must crave to be released somehow—" 


Tommy frowned. "But I have Shroud." 


"Of course, the energy exchange with your familiar will manage any overflows themselves 
but still.. It's not the same." He met Tommy's eyes. "So whatever it is that's going on here, it 
will definitely be good for you to use your magic properly. I'm sure it will prevent you from 
casting in your sleep again and it might even help improve your eyes so just.. do that." He 
clapped his hands as if things really were that easy. 


"But—" 


"You somehow cursing your mum was an accident in an extremely stressful life-and-death 
situation, was it not? I promise you won't hurt anyone by simply using a couple of harmless 
spells here. It'll be fine." He reached out and ruffled Tommy's hair slightly. "Just start simple 
and get the feel for it back." 


Tommy just looked at him for a couple seconds, unsure what to do. He didn't want to hurt 
anyone but if using spells might actually be the way to prevent just that from happening.. 


The conflict must have shown on his face, considering how Sam's expression shifted into 
something full of soft understanding. He sighed. "The only one you are hurting is yourself. 
I'm sure your mother wouldn't want that for you either, am I not right?" 


Tommy grimaced, throwing a weak glare at the older. "No, she wouldn't.. She'd probably be 
upset.." 


"See? She's an intelligent woman and you should listen to her if not to me." 


"You're a fucking manipulator, Sam, did you know that?" Tommy declared with an annoyed 
grunt that made Sam smirk though he didn't deny it. "But I guess.. I could try.." He pushed 
his hands deep into his pockets, his whole body cringing with the urge to refuse this whole 
thing. Weeks and weeks of pushing down any thought of doing magic until it had become his 
new normal were screaming at him all at once. 


He is going to accidentally kill someone. It was only a matter of time. He should just go live 
in the woods somewhere away from everyone else and never ever see another person. That 
was the only way too keep everyone safe from what the fuck was going on with hin— 


He shook his head trying to rid his mind from the most suppressing thoughts before running a 
hand through his unkempt hair. "I promise I never meant for this to become such a big thing. 
It's not like I was trying to never use magic again. I thought it would just be for a week at 
most until I figured things out myself.." He glanced at Sam hesitantly. "But I do need to 
practice for my exams too, I guess..? But just.. small harmless spells, yeah?" 


"Anything bigger than that can wait until you are more confident in your abilities again, don't 
worry. I'm glad if you're willing to try." The older smiled. "And you don't have to be scared. 
Not of anyone wanting to hurt you and not of you hurting anyone else. You have my word." 


Tommy grimaced again, face flushing. "Ah, don't be weird, dickhead." His hands 
unconsciously tried to find something in his pockets he could throw at Sam but his thinly- 
veiled restraint kept him from risking his phone for that, however embarrassing his soft — 
and totally not at all happily received — reassurances were. 


Sam laughed at that, dramatically pressing a hand over his heart. "You wound me, Tommy. 
Weird, you call me. Weird. Tsk.." Finally, he leaned back against his work table where he had 
been at the very start of this whole conversation. "But seriously, I mean it. It'll be fine. If you 
want me to be there we can do that, too, okay?" 


Shaking his head slowly, Tommy considered the offer for a moment before glancing at the 
clock at the wall. "You know, on my first day back Miss Puffy said something very similar to 
what you just did. Something about how she thought I didn't seem very confident in my 
abilities anymore and that the tutoring was there to help me with that.." 


"Ah, she really had you figured out at first glance, huh?" Sam shook his head in disbelief. "I 
shouldn't be surprised really." 


Tommy furrowed his brow. "You think she knows? I literally wasn't even in class before I 
talked to her and the whole conversation took like, I don't know, ten minutes? I've only ever 
seen her in passing at dinner since then." 


"I'm sure she suspects something at least." Sam shrugged. "But honestly, that just means you 
can trust her judgment on this as well. If she thinks tutoring with Miss Niki is a good space 
for you to practice, then it is a good space for you to practice." 


"Today's session starts in like 20 minutes.." 


"Oh, well then you should get going if you still want to grab some breakfast before that." 
Sam made a vague motion towards his hair, smirking. "Maybe make use of a brush, too." 


Tommy suppressed the urge to stick out his tongue at Sam and glared at him instead, ruffling 
his own hair with his hands in a successful attempt of making it worse. "As if yours is any 
better, wanker." 


"I'm just an old grumpy head of security, roaming through the walls of this school like a 
ghost, young boy," Sam started dramatically (Tommy suddenly had the thought that maybe 
Sam also hadn't slept as much as he realistically should have.. he did call him pretty early on 
a Saturday morning to vent all his problems to him after all). "If my hair is a mess it just adds 
to the ambience." 


Tommy just huffed before eyeing the clock again. "You really think it'll be fine if I practice 
with Niki? Even if there are other students in the room? What if something does go wrong..?" 


"Again, everything will be fine and Miss Niki is a skilled magician as well so just relax. You 
don't have to do this today if you don't feel up for it yet either. It was a very sudden decision 
after all. But be open to it and try, okay? I'm sure you will feel better after taking the first 
step." 


After a moment, Tommy nodded. "Okay." 


This whole conversation definitely hadn't taken the direction he thought it would be but, 
surprisingly, he felt better now. Still tired and a bit cranky and, without question, he would 
prefer going back to bed and actually sleep properly (with a good amount less panic over 
potentially murdering his roommates) for a couple hours over having to go to tutoring and 
then spending the rest of the day with more studying and homework but.. it was definitely 
better. 


No doubt he would continue to be anxious and worried about the thought of having to cast a 
spell for a while and the fact he still didn't know what exactly he had done to hurt his mother 
this badly would probably gnaw at the edge of his mind for the rest of time but for now he 

would do what his father had sent him here for. Normalcy and studying for his magic exams. 


Sam promised it'll be fine. 
Miss Puffy wanted him to be more confident in his abilities again. 


Niki always encouraged him to try. 


He had always wanted to work hard to improve his spellcasting and try to keep up with his 
classmates even if he was naturally bad at it. He wanted to show every single new spell he 
learned to his mother and see her eyes light up, a proud smile on her lips, when she would tell 
him that he had come so far already. 


He wanted to use his magic without pain and without being afraid. 


Finally, Tommy turned, ready to leave the workshop. He looked back at Sam. "Thank you. 
And sorry for waking you, I was really freaked out earlier." 


The older just made a dismissive gesture with one hand where he was leaning. "Don't worry 
about it. I hope I was able to give you the help you needed." 


Tommy thought for a second and then he nodded. "Yes, thanks for that. Um, can I text you if 
I end up needing you later? Or are you busy?" 


"When have I ever been too busy for you, huh?" He smiled kind of cheekily, weirdly 
reminding Tommy of Wilbur. "And now get going or you'll be late to class! And don't forget 
that brush! You really need it!" 


"Ah, shut up, I'm already gone, idiot!" Despite the words, Tommy couldn't help but laugh out 
loud while leaving the workshop and, despite Sam's complaints, throwing the door as loudly 
as possible shut behind him. The sun outside had properly risen while he had talked to Sam 
and for once this week the sky was blue instead of gray. 


Tommy was bouncing his leg, fingers tapping without any rhythm on the smooth surface of 
the desk in front of him, a paper with names of potions and their ingredients sitting barely 
touched in front of him. He bit his lip. 


Left of him, across the path in between the tables, George — who was wearing a dark band 
shirt under his sweat jacket which again definitely were against dress code, though Tommy 
shouldn't actually be surprised anymore — was fiddling with his wand, moving it between 
his fingers with ease while concentrating on the worksheet in front of him, his lips forming 
soundless words as he was reading. His own exercise discarded to the side, Sapnap was 
reading a page of what, to Tommy, looked like a workbook about healing magic from an 
advanced spells class. His expression definitely did not speak of confidence regarding his 
understanding of its content. 


Tommy pushed his glasses up on his nose with one hand before starting to bite the nail of his 
thumb as he averted his gaze and stared back at the list of potions in front of him. He 
swallowed. 


He couldn't tell if his fingers were tingling from anxiety or his magic energy realizing what 
he was planning on doing. 


Probably both. 


Reminding himself that Sam told him he didn't need to do this today, Tommy shook his hands 
out in front of him and took a deep breath, willing his heart to stop beating quite this 
frantically. He hoped no one in the room was paying too close attention to him, though 
Tommy was pretty sure the nervous panic that had set in the second he had entered the 
classroom was embarrassingly obvious as the determination he had felt around Sam, deciding 
to try and trust his word that everything would be fine and using his magic would be good for 
him, faded into nothing. 


Somewhere behind him, Niki was talking to a girl who, from the sound of it, was struggling 
with making sense of the needed intention of a complicated illusion spell that, when executed 
perfectly, could project the image of naturally moving animals or people anywhere for as 
long as the caster was able to keep their concentration up. And here he was, freaking out at 
the mere thought of creating elementary school level spells. 


He was never going to fucking graduate, was he? 


Suppressing a frustrated groan, he rubbed his temples. 


Nothing will happen. No one will get hurt. He won't kill anyone. It's what Sam said. 


Trust Sam. 


Fuck. 
He is going to fail the Basic Spells exam. 


Realistically, there was just no way he would be able to study and practice even close to 
enough within the next two weeks to reach anything close to a passing grade. There hadn't 
even been a guarantee for passing if he hadn't missed this much, considering how difficult 
spell-casting was for him to begin with. All that, paired with the terror he felt and the fact that 
he would now probably struggle with spells he had originally mastered months ago, left no 
doubt. No amount of preparation and making use of Tubbo's notes (that Tommy was 
painfully aware he was only putting serious effort into because he was trying so hard to help 
him) was gonna keep him from failing. 


For a minute, his chest constricted painfully at that realization. The shame at having to admit 
to his father that he couldn't even do this one thing and the way his professor will scoff 
cruelly when Tommy would have to retake his class next semester — without Tubbo to make 
it even just a tiny bit less dreadful. 


The fact that all his hard work last year had been for nothing in the end. 


Then, slowly, as the thought really settled in, something about it weirdly started to make him 
feel better. 


If he was going to fail anyway, there was no need for him to stress about it any longer after 
all. 


Basic Spells was the class he would need to study and cast the biggest and most complicated 
spells for. The ones he didn't think he was going to be able to stomach even thinking about 


for a long time. If he didn't have to focus on that exam and everything that could go wrong 
during it, he would have a lot more time to study properly for his other classes and try to pass 
those as best as he could. 


He sat up straight in his chair, his leg ceasing its bouncing as he eyed the list of potions in 
front of him with newfound motivation. 


Potions. Potions weren't bad. Potions were simple. He was okay with them. It had been his 
best class last year after all. He could do this. He just needed to choose one to create in the 
practical part of the exam and prepare the ingredients and memorize the quantities, recipe and 
effects. Easy. Easy. 


If he chose one of the simplest potions on the list he wouldn't even need to cast an activation 
spell to achieve the full effect. He wouldn't even have to use magic at all— 


Stop that. 


He used an activation spell last year. It was a simple spell. Simple and absolutely harmless. It 
would be stupid to avoid it if he could get a lot more points for brewing a slightly more 
complex potion using it. He could do it. Nothing would go wrong! 


Licking his lips, Tommy scanned the list in front of him carefully for a couple minutes until 
his eyes caught on a specific potion with, what his teacher noted as, 'moderate' difficulty. The 
process seemed to be a bit of a finicky thing but the ingredients were easy enough to come 
by. One successful use of an activation spell and he wouldn't even need to worry about 
studying for the theoretical part of the exam too much anymore.. 


He marked the ingredients. 


Central-European Potion of Greater Healing 
For one potion (250 ml): 
¢ Water 


e Evening Primrose Oil (20 ml) 


fresh Elderflower (3 bundles) OR dried Elderflower (50 grams) 
e Witch Hazel Blossom (50 grams) 


e Valerian Root (40 grams) 
e English Lavender Blossom (2 2 bundles) 


Putting his pen to his lips in thought, Tommy considered when would be a good day to check 
which ones of the plants were currently in bloom and when he would have the time to go 


down to the potions shop to get the primrose oil and valerian root at the very least. If he 
timed it well, Tubbo could probably tag along and get his own ingredients as well. 


He really didn't want to go alone if it could be helped. 
"Everything going okay, Tommy?" 


The boy startled out of his thoughts at the sudden voice in front of him. When he looked up, 
Niki stood there, hands carefully clasped behind her back, her pink hair pulled into a low 
ponytail. She smiled calmly as usual but Tommy didn't miss the slight crease of concern 
between her brows. 


"You've been busy staring at this sheet for the better part of 25 minutes but you seem to 
finally have come to a conclusion, huh?" 


Tommy grimaced at the realization of how much time he had spent panicking and 
overthinking, considering he had just started actually dealing with his list of potions. He 
wondered if Niki knew. 


"Uh—" He lifted the sheet to show it to her, pointing a finger at the potion he had chosen. "I 
think I want to make this one for the exam," he said, puffing his cheeks while Niki's eyes 
skimmed over the name and ingredients with easy recognition. "I think I should be able to 
brew this one without any big problems while still getting a good amount of points out of it.. 
y'know.." 


Niki's eyes lit up immediately, the concerned crease smoothing out. "That sounds very good, 
Tommy. I'm sure you could even manage a couple of the more advanced ones if you wanted 
to but the ingredients of this one are really nice to work with and easy to find, so I agree that 
this one is a perfect choice for you! Good job!" 


Tommy cringed a bit at the, in his opinion, undeserved praise for literally just choosing a 
potion to prepare but it nonetheless made him more confident in his decision. After all, Niki 
wasn't one to tell him that he could do something if she didn't actually think so. She was 
supposed to make sure he would pass these exams after all. 


She didn't know the whole story yet, though. 


"I actually need to ask you something," Tommy began carefully, wringing his hands. His 
heartbeat that had calmed down while studying the potion, picked up again all at once. It was 
dizzying. 


He hoped no one but Niki was watching him right now. 


"You see that, uh, the potion needs an activation spell? And I know that one, I do! I did it last 
year! No problem!" He wasn't sure if he was trying to reassure her, the students that might be 
listening in on the conversation, or himself of that fact. "I just haven't practiced it in a while? 


Because of, um, everything that was going on? And.." His voice was choked with anxiety by 
the time he realized he didn't know how to end his question. 


Niki didn't even hesitate, "Would you like me to practice it with you?" 


Something unfurled in his chest and his shoulders sagged with relief even while a tiny voice 
at the edge of his mind was still telling him that this was a bad idea. He tried to push it away. 
"If you don't mind?" 


The young woman just huffed a short laugh, raising a hand to run it through her bangs. 
"That's what I'm here for, Tommy! You wanna try right away?" 


Tommy nodded before he could change his mind. 


It took him a couple tries and one trip to the hallway to calm his breathing and keep from 
hyperventilating before he was able to focus on the intention of the spell and not the image of 
his mother in her hospital bed, doctors and policemen telling him it was all his fault, and 
Eryn's voice telling him that he could hurt someone with his magic. 


But then suddenly, and without any warning, Niki was grinning and Tommy's fingers were 
tingling comfortably as he stared in front of him at the small practice potion now emitting a 
low magical aura. 


He had done it. 


Just like that. 


And no one was hurt. 
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Tommy bit the nail of his thumb where he leaned against his headboard, staring at the phone 
in his shaky hand. With a tilt of his head, he readjusted his weight on the mattress and blanket 
— both weirdly feeling harder and the fibers more coarse and scratchy than he was used to. 
The clacking of Freddy's fingers on his laptop and the occasional noise of him drinking from 
a bottle of blue soda nearby started to irritate him just as much as how the jumping and 
vibrating of his own magic energy in his chest continuously grew over the last hours ever 
since the ecstasy of his successful spell had started to fade. 


He was happy that casting that spell had worked, that he didn't hurt anyone in the process, 
and thankful that Sam and Niki had been willing to help him so easily, considering he wasn't 
sure how else he would have gathered the courage to try otherwise. But— 


Tommy had such a massive headache now. 


He supposed the combination of little to no sleep, the emotional rollercoaster of confessing 
all his anxieties to Sam followed by two hours of panic and struggle trying to succeed at a 
single spell he kept having to reassure himself was not somehow going to kill everyone in a 
100 feet radius had taken a toll on him after all, even if lunch with Tubbo (who despite 
Tommy's worries had been incredibly chill hearing about the cause for his sleep casting) had 
helped to soothe him for a while. 


But then his hands had begun shaking with magic energy. 


Declining Tubbo's offer to spend the afternoon studying together, Tommy instead went back 
to their room to finally take the nap he had been craving all morning. However, now that he 
was sitting on top of the blankets of his bunk bed, he realized he was actually way too on 
edge to even consider sleeping. In fact he only felt more and more overstimulated from the 
constant pulsing of magic and the eager twitch of his fingers with every passing minute. 


With a frustrated groan, that Freddy had thrown him a questioning look for, he gave up on 
sleep and decided to somehow distract himself from whatever is going on with his body. 


"Hey bitch, wanna call?' he typed out on the too bright screen of his phone before quickly 
sending the message. A glance at Wilbur's previous texts and all the ones he had ignored, 
made Tommy instantly regret it. He grimaced, scratching a spot on his neck he was way too 
consciously aware of only for it to immediately grow hot and feel even worse. 'I don't mean 
now. Just one of these days when you're not busy.' 


He chucked his phone to the other side of the bed. 


This was so stupid. Just because Techno had explained why Wilbur was acting the way he 
did, didn't mean he would suddenly stop ignoring him or refrain from giving weak excuses 
for why he couldn't possibly talk to Tommy. He should just stop annoying him and wait until 
Wilbur realized what he was doing and reached out first. 


Just because Tommy was desperate for his brother's attention didn't mean he had to come 
across it as well, okay? 


He huffed, letting his head fall back against the wall behind him and angled his face to be 
able to watch Freddy, still sitting at one of the desks by the window with a pair of green 
headphones on, his dark hair messy from repeatedly running his hands through it. From the 
book opened in front of him and the half-empty word document he could just about make out 
on the screen, Tommy guessed he was working on an astrology essay. After a minute of 
nothing but the noise of the keyboard and the wind outside the closed window filling the 
room — and somehow Tommy's entire consciousness — Freddy stopped and opened his 
bottle again to take another couple of sips. It made Tommy's skin crawl. 


With a shudder, he rubbed his clenched fists first over his thighs and then his ears as if he 
could somehow retroactively keep the sound from entering his head. His chest constricted 
painfully, pressure making him want to either throw up or cry in hopes of somehow keeping 
it from building any further. 


This sucked so fucking bad. 


Headphones. 


He needed his headphones. 


More frantically than he intended, he whipped his head around, pushing one of the plants and 
a sci-fi novel that had been collecting dust for months on the closet next to his bed aside to, 
thankfully, find his headphones where he remembered discarding them the previous night. 
While shaking them with one hand to try to quickly untangle them, he scrambled on his 
knees and reached for his phone again which had fallen halfway between the bedframe and 
his mattress. His fingers were tingling the moment they touched the silicone case. Tommy 
quickly unlocked the phone, opening the latest Lovejoy EP on instinct when the screen 
suddenly changed. 


A shrill sound made him recoil, hands reflexively pressing over his ears. 


It took him a second to recognize the noise as his ringtone and the sudden movement of the 
bed as his phone's vibration, and another second to realize he needed to get closer if he 
wanted to turn it off. The sound was grating his mind. His chest was so fucking tight. He 
couldn't breathe. 


He felt sick— 


"Woah, what the— you okay?" Freddy was suddenly standing next to the bed, wearily 
looking between Tommy and the spot the music was coming from. "What's happening?" 


"N-Nothing!" Tommy forced out and quickly reached to hit the screen in hopes of making it 
all stop but too scared to risk touching the device for long enough to feel the vibration. 


Silence. 


Tommy breathed a sigh of relief. "Thank fuck—" 


"Seriously, are you okay?" Freddy asked again, clearly freaked out but Tommy really wasn't 
in the right mind to reassure him right now. "Who called for you to lose it like that?" 


That made Tommy look up. He blinked. "Wilbur?" 
"Wilbur? Isn't that your brother? What—" 


The phone was back in Tommy's hand before he knew it, heart pounding as he opened the 
latest calls with trembling fingers. 


He failed to not feel disappointed when he saw his father's caller ID as the number he had 
declined. Tommy dropped his head with a groan before taking a deep breath in an attempt to 
calm his heart rate. "Fucking timing, Dad.." 


A side-way glance at the other boy just showed him Freddy looking even more confused and 
equally more concerned now. Tommy forced a smile on his lips, though it probably came out 


all wrong. "I'm okay. Sorry. I just— just got startled by the noise." 
There was no way Freddy believed him. 


"I—" Pressing a hand to his chest where his magic had seemed to finally settle down for a 
moment following the shock, he tried to collect himself. He shortly waved his phone in one 
hand. "I'll call back real quick if you don't mind..?" 


Freddy just stared at him for a moment before hesitantly taking a step away from the bed, 
nodding. "Yeah, sure, I guess?" With a tilt of his head, he slid into his chair and turned back 
to the laptop, but not without throwing multiple glances at Tommy who saw how unsure the 
other was about whether or not he should put his headphones back on. When he did, Tommy 
was certain he had turned the volume low enough to still be able to follow the conversation if 
he wanted. 


Tommy couldn't really blame him. 


Quickly, he pressed the button to call his father back and held the phone to his ear — 
immediately turning down the volume upon flinching at the monotone sound it made while 
Phil's phone was ringing on the other side — before letting himself fall back against his 
pillow. He closed his eyes and tried not to focus on anything but the phone. 


Not on how Freddy continued tapping on his keyboard, albeit much slower now, how the 
wind was shaking the windows in their frames ever so slightly, how the faint scent of 
lavender clung to everything in this room or how awkward he felt in his skin as it touched the 
fabric of his shirt, the slightly scratchy material of the school uniform sweater above rubbing 
against his neck, or the weirdly irritating sensation of his bedsheets. 


Just the phone against his ear, a monotone sound and then— 


"Tommy!" His dad's delighted voice rang through the speaker, the slightly distorted sound 
uncomfortably scraping the inside of his ear but Tommy tried to push it aside as best as he 
could. He rubbed his free hand over his eyes. 


"Hi, Dad. Sorry, I was asleep and accidentally declined your call while only half-awake," he 
lied much too easily. "What's up?" 


Phil chuckled. "Sleeping all the way till afternoon, huh?" 


Tommy groaned. "A nap, Dad. I had to wake up super early for tutoring today so it's not like 
I slept all day, okay?" He scratched his cheek painfully. "In fact I think I am entitled to at 
least 4 hours more." 


"Is that so?" Phil's voice was doubtful but Tommy knew he was just kidding. 
He huffed in fake annoyance anyway. "Why did you call? I thought you were Wil at first.." 


Phil hummed. "No reason really. Just wanted to check in and make sure everything's going 
alright. How was your week?" 


Flashes of panic attacks, choking anxiety and headaches came to his mind. Tommy shifted, 
regretting it immediately when his whole back suddenly felt like it was on fire. "It— It was 
fine. Lots of studying." He sat up, trying to subtly breathe through the painful sensation. 


"Mhm? Are you catching up? If it's too much we can—" 


"It's fine!" He grimaced. "I mean, I'm just a bit stressed but—" He stopped suddenly, hand 
clenched in front of him. "Actually.. Dad? Is it okay— um, I mean. Could I—" A deep 
breath. "I thought earlier that I don't expect to pass my Basic Spells exam this time. I'm just 
too behind and still trying to catch up on everything else as well.. so like, uh, I know it's not 
ideal but—" 


"Tom, it's fine. I said you could wait, didn't I?" 


"I know but still.." He swallowed, pulling his knees to his chest and wrapping an arm around 
them. "I just thought I could do it, and things have been going alright, all things considered, 
but I'm just.." He hesitated before continuing quieter. "I'm just really tired right now." 


There was silence for a couple of seconds. 


"I'm sorry things aren't going how you wanted them to," Phil said calmly a moment later. His 
voice was much more calculated now and Tommy realized with a pang in his chest that he 
just did exactly what he had been trying to avoid for so long. He worried his dad. "I'm proud 
of you regardless of any tests or exams, you know that, right? Just say the word and I'll come 
pick you up and we ditch school completely." 


Tommy suppressed the urge to call his dad an idiot and to make sure he understood that his 
son had done nothing to be proud of but rather constantly messed up and just about managed 
to not hurt anyone because of his inability to make use of his magic in a way even some 
toddlers were able to. He was so exhausted. "Sure. Thanks, Dad." 


For a moment, he was sure Phil would ask more questions and dig for extra information until 
Tommy would ultimately either curse him out and get in trouble or break down crying and 
admit to everything that troubled and made him feel guilty and anxious every day, the panic 
attacks, the way his eyes almost constantly hurt, that Wilbur wasn't talking to him, and how 
scared he still was of hurting anyone else like he had hurt Kristin. Everything he didn't want 
Phil, out of all people, to know about. 


But, surprisingly, after a couple of seconds, Phil just sighed under his breath and changed the 
topic. "There's another thing.." 


Tommy straightened at the tone, a spike of panic in his chest. "Is everything okay with 
Mum?" 


"Yes, yes, don't worry!" His father quickly reassured him. "Sorry, I didn't mean to scare you. 
It's not about her." 


"Oh." Tommy swallowed thickly, dropping his head on his knees. "Good. That's good." His 
teeth felt foreign in his mouth as he licked his lips. "What is it then?" 


"About those disappearances," Phil started. "They seem to become more regular these days 
and some people in the ministry start to get antsy about it. You know I shouldn't really talk 
about these work related things, especially not with my teenage sons, but I just want to make 
sure you and Techno stay safe." 


Tommy frowned, casting a short glance at Freddy. He hesitated. "So it's true that the people 
that disappeared all went to our school?" 


"That—" Phil paused, surprised. "That is not confirmed.. how did you hear about that?" 


"Someone in my Potions class said so after our teacher warned us about leaving campus on 
our own.." Tommy squirmed at the feeling of Freddy's eyes on him now. He swallowed. "You 
wouldn't be worried if it wasn't true, would you?" 


A sigh. "Like I said, it's not confirmed so it might not mean anything after all. But from the 
little police information I was given, it looks like it. However—" He paused for a second. 
"No current students disappeared, only people that graduated years ago! So even if there is a 
connection, you don't have to worry about anything, okay? There is barely a safer place than 
Winterleigh campus anyway. I want you to be careful for the sake of being careful and not 
because I actually expect any of you to be in some sort of danger." 


"If you're sure.." 


"You know I would never risk yours or the twins' safety." A caw in the distance cut through 
Phil's voice, though he didn't seem bothered by it. "But if you ever feel unsafe and wanna 
come home, you can, of course." 


Tommy clenched his eyes shut and took in his father's words. 
He was safe here. 


"But you and Mum and Wilbur are okay where you are as well, right? I mean Wilbur has no 
magic but still and.." 


Wait. 


He froze as he realized what the information his father had given him meant, his mouth going 
dry. "Aren't you and Mum targets though? You're magicians that went to Winterleigh 
Academy so doesn't that mean you're in danger? Wait—" He looked up, wide eyes suddenly 
fixated on the opposite wall of the room. "I was wondering if the attack on Mum and I was 
somehow related to this. Do you—" He stumbled over his words. "Do you think that's really 
what happened? That the man that attacked us is somehow responsible for all these people 
vanishing out of nowhere as well? That can't be—" 


"Tommy. Tom," Phil quickly interrupted, though it didn't stop his thoughts from spiraling. 


"He wanted to take Mum away somehow, didn't he? She could have ended up like all these 
other people, gone without a trace!" 


"Tommy, we can't know that!" 


"But, Dad—" 


Phil's voice was strict this time. "It doesn't matter, Tom! She's still with us and if the police 
think there is a connection, they'll be dealing with it! And in the meantime nothing else will 
happen to any of us, you hear me? Nothing." Tommy thought he sounded like he was 
reassuring himself this time. 


It scared him. 
"Okay. Yeah, you're right.. I'm sorry. Sorry." 


A brief pause. Then he heard something rustling through the speaker. "No, nevermind, I 
shouldn't have talked like that, no need to apologize. It makes sense you'd get nervous 
hearing something like that." A sigh. "But it's really not for you to worry about, okay? Focus 
on yourself please." 


"Yeah. I got it, Dad." Tommy slowly nodded to himself. He'd leave it be for now. "Love 
you?" 


"I love you too, Toms. So much." He huffed a half-hearted chuckle. "Sorry, I think I stressed 
you out even more instead of reassuring you like I meant to. Your mother's gonna be so 
pissed when she hears about this." 


Tommy couldn't help but smirk at the thought. "Fucking deserved." 


Phil laughed at that. "Brat." Tommy listened to him breathe for a moment. "Well, I guess I'll 
let you get back to your nap, mhm?" 


"I kinda doubt I'll be able to fall asleep now, I'm not gonna lie," Tommy said with a stretch of 
his tense neck. "But I'll try. I'm still really exhausted. Gotta get my energy up for studying 
later." 


"So hard-working," Phil commented with a soft tilt of his voice. "Rest up well. And call if 
you need anything or just wanna talk, okay? I miss having you boys back home." 


"Dad behavior." 

A laugh. "I would hope so, all things considered? Love you." 

"We already went over that," Tommy quickly countered. "Bye, Dad. Say hi to the others?" 
"Obviously. Stay safe, yeah? Talk to you later!" 


The second the call ended, the silence was like static in his ears where he was sitting. It took 
Tommy a second to remember Freddy being in the room, and when he glanced towards the 
desks, he immediately met with wide eyes. Tommy made a questioning noise at the back of 
his throat. 


Freddy seemed to not know what to ask first and eventually settled on a rushed, "you lied to 
your dad." 


Tommy chuckled and pushed himself forward on the bunk until his feet met the ladder and 
started climbing down. "As if you've never done that before." 


The second he was on the ground, he walked over to Shroud's terrarium. At some point 
during the call, the pressure in his chest had mostly disappeared and, distracted as he was by 
what his father told him, the weird sensory issues he experienced before were far from as 
bad. So even though his skin still felt uncomfortable and itchy, he was able to think straight 
enough to realize having Shroud closer would help him relax. 


He opened the lid of the enclosure and carefully took the spider out while Freddy's eyes still 
bore into him. "What was that about the disappearances though?" 


Tommy bit his lip as he turned back to his bed. He was too tired for this. "You enjoy 
eavesdropping on people's private calls?" 


Freddy narrowed his eyes. "This is my room as well, you know? It would have been hard to 
not hear anything even if I wanted." He made a clicking sound with his tongue. "Maybe leave 
next time if you're that bothered by it. And truth be told it sounded like that info might affect 
me, too, did it not?" 


Letting Shroud climb on his shoulder, Tommy hauled himself back into his bed. "All I know 
is that we are safe when we're in school." 


The other boy watched him for a moment while Tommy tried to shimmy back over to his 
pillow. Then he nodded. "Okay. Um, feel better soon, I guess?" He turned back to his laptop. 
"Tell me if you need anything." 


Tommy instantly regretted being harsh on him. Freddy was his friend after all, even if they 
barely hung out outside of their room. He was a good guy. "Thanks, man," he responded 
quietly. 


While Freddy returned to his essay, Tommy let Shroud climb onto his chest, the presence of 
his familiar so close to the center of his magical energy sending relaxing waves through him 
immediately. He meant to reach for his phone and headphones again but— 


He fell asleep before he realized he had closed his eyes. 


After his two hour nap, Tommy felt miles better. 


The tremor under his skin had finally subsided completely and his headache was barely 
noticeable anymore, the noise of Freddy's keyboard where he was now lounging on the worn- 
out armchair squeezed between his bed and the wall, his essay having been exchanged for 
some video game instead, was much less straining on his nerves. 


So after checking in with Tubbo, who texted him that he came to the dorm a while ago to 
make sure he was okay after Tommy hadn't responded to his messages but was now in the 


library studying with Ranboo and another friend of his, Tommy fed Shroud and finally sat 
down to do his homework and try to understand the last couple chapters of his maths 
workbook. 


It was only a few hours later, when Tubbo and Ranboo picked him up to go eat dinner 
together and Tommy left his familiar to relax in his terrarium, when things got worse again. 


By the time the magical pots filled his plate with whatever meal he had chosen, his fingers 
had started to visibly shake again, anxiety and random bursts of magic taking turns choking 
him. Tommy didn't even get the chance to react to the sudden change in his body before his 
energy was restlessly zapping through his limbs and students started throwing him concerned 
glances while he tried to breathe through the all-encompassing pressure trying to push him to 
cast a spell right then and there. 


At one point, Tubbo had ended up next to him, the boy talking with one hand on Tommy's 
wrist. His voice was calm — soothing — though he kept exchanging worried looks with 
Ranboo who was still sitting across from them. 


"I'm fine," Tommy forced out through gritted teeth as he pushed his glasses up and pressed 
the heels of his hands to his aching eyes. "I swear it's not a panic attack, Tubbo." 


"But—" 


"It's not." He took a shaky breath, biting his lip until the current spike of energy in his chest 
subsided for a moment. Lifting the palms from his face again, he glanced at his friend, 
pretending like he couldn't see all the students nearby staring at him. Like it didn't make him 
want to disappear. The sound of hundreds of people in the hall talking and eating, cutlery 
scraping over porcelain plates and a dog loudly barking somewhere by the entrance, 
everything which he didn't mind a minute ago, gave him goosebumps now. "Magic's being 
weird. I—" Concentrating on his words was difficult. He gripped his hair like it would 
somehow help physically keep him together. "It's so loud, too, I feel like I'm gonna throw 


up." 

Tubbo eyed him for a moment, hand unmoving and grounding on Tommy's, before looking 
back at Ranboo who, after a short unspoken conversation, stood up and lifted Michael from 
the bench next to him to his chest. "I'll get the nurse.. and Sam." 


"No, don't!" Tommy abruptly pushed himself to his feet as well, trembling hands firmly on 
the surface of the table to try and not sway where he stood. "I just need to get back to our 
room and get Shroud! I'm fine—" 


"What's going on?" 


Tommy's head whipped around at the deep sound of his brother's voice behind him. Techno 
stood a couple feet away, tattooed arms in front of his chest and a crease between his brows 
as he eyed Tommy up and down. 


"What are you doing here?" Tommy asked, throat dry. He hoped he didn't look quite as 
miserable as he felt. 


Techno tilted his head slightly before gesturing vaguely at the room around them. "Eating 
dinner?" He met Tommy's gaze. "Or, you know, when there are like a hundred people 
whispering about something over dinner at once, it stops being subtle." For just a moment, 
his eyes left Tommy's to throw a look at the surrounding students who quickly turned, 
suddenly very interested in the plates in front of them. "Are you okay?" 


Tommy pressed his lips together, already feeling the next wave of overwhelming energy 
building up within him. "I—" 


"He hasn't used his magic in ages but now that he did he's like on drugs," Tubbo helpfully 
provided. 


"I'm not!" 


Techno's hands were on Tommy's shoulders, turning him to face him completely, making sure 
he didn't trip over his feet or the bench he had previously been sitting on. Losing the stable 
surface under his hands, all he could do was reflexively grab his brother's forearms. The 
ground was swaying underneath his feet. 


Stone walls illuminated by one white light hovering in the air surrounded him. A spiderweb in 
the corner cast a harsh shadow on the heavy desk covered in books and papers next to a dark 
metal door. 


He blinked. 


A gloved hand raised in front of him and rubbed at his eyes. 


"Tommy!" 


"Huh?" He looked up, disorientated. Techno's face was right in front of his, dark eyes 
distraught. 


He paced in the small room for a moment. 


Then suddenly the ground was shaking, making him brace against the corner of the desk. He 
grit his teeth and closed his eyes. 


It felt like ages until he opened them again, and by that point the tremor had stopped. Quickly 
he crossed the room and pulled open the metal door. 


The dark hallway was empty. 


He was outside, sitting against the rough wall of the main building. Cold air creeped down 
his neck but his brother's warm hands were still on him. He frowned. Techno's lips were 
moving. 


Tommy felt sick. 


"Hey, you're alright. I'm here," Techno muttered with an anxious strain to his voice. "You're 
okay." 


The boy rubbed at his temples, hands shaking. Something at the back of his mind wondered 
where his glasses had gone but was immediately drowned out by a burst of pain piercing 
scalding hot in his head. A whimper uncontrollably left his lips. 


"You'll be fine, Tommy. It's okay!" 


The way his brother was reassuring and physically blocking him from looking at anything 
that wasn't him brought Tommy back to every time Techno had talked him through a panic 
attack when he was younger. He really felt like a child. 


He swallowed, trying to steady his voice. "Remember what it felt like after doing magic for 
the first time when the suppressants were taken off?" he started slowly. "That, but times ten, 
is how I'm feeling right now." 


"It looks like much more than just ten." 


Tommy huffed, exhaling heavily as the pressure in his chest subsided once again. "I just— 
I'm fine. It doesn't really hurt? Just my head and shit. But it's not a panic attack either, I 
promise. I don't know what happened there.." He looked up, squinting at his brother. "If you 
could just help me to my room to get Shroud, though..?" 


"Your friends are already on it," Techno said, leaning back in his crouched position. "Said 
they'd meet us at the nurse's office—" 


Tommy groaned. "But I don't need to go there! I just need Shroud." 
"Well, you're going anyway because screw whatever you spacing out like that was!" 
Tommy frustratedly rubbed his hands over his eyes. They came away wet. 


He just wanted to hold his familiar and stop feeling this weird. It had been fine earlier so why 


A sudden spike of energy made him curl up, groaning. Alarmed, Techno reached his hands 
out to keep him from falling over. Tommy's fingers jerked, magic energy rushing through 
him, urging him to use it— 


It was too hot. 


The sound of fire hit his ears. Pearls of sweat were slowly making their way down the side of 
his face. Panting, he brushed the back of his hand over his forehead. 


He looked up. A person in a black cloak, face hidden, tossed him something. Another dark 
coat. He quickly pulled it on, keeping his eyes on the stone ground. 


A deep rumbling. Then an ear-piercing screech. 
The room started shaking again. 

He furrowed his brow and opened his mouth— 
Energy. 


A white flash blinded him. 


Tommy blinked. 


He couldn't see. 


It took nearly an hour at the nurse's office and Shroud being constantly curled up against his 
neck until the overwhelming anxiety that had trapped Tommy from the second he realized he 
couldn't see combined with his previous confusion eased up enough for him to grasp where 
he was and respond to anyone with more than one word at a time. Even then his thoughts 
moved like through sludge while his heart rate and senses just wouldn't calm down. He kept 
flinching at every noise and unexpected touch. 


To not unnecessarily overwhelm him any further, the nurse refrained from wrapping his eyes 
this time but made him drink something to help him relax and reminded him to take his 
medicine and wear his glasses (which had ended up with Tubbo after Tommy apparently had 
pushed them off without noticing) the second the flare-up withdrew again. 


"You should have come to me to discuss the effects of not using your magic for such a long 
time. Sam was right telling you that using it would benefit you and your body," the woman 
started eventually, "but magic energy is a fickle thing and you never know how exactly it will 
react to sudden changes like that. And your reaction definitely wasn't the most usual from 
what I've seen before." 


She moved in front of Tommy, her heels clacking on the floor. The boy instinctively lifted his 
head even as his eyes stayed shut. 


"Your idea to keep your familiar close was right, though. As long as you keep him with you, 
he'll help you regulate the worst of that overeager magic, so this kind of overstimulation 
shouldn't happen again." 


Tommy nodded carefully. "Okay." He hesitated, biting his lip. "Sorry I didn't tell you about 
me not using magic before. Could have avoided a lot of trouble for everyone that way.." 


He wasn't entirely sure whether he was addressing the nurse or his brother and best friend 
both quietly watching from close-by. 


A hum. "Well, we can't change the past now," the nurse responded after a moment. "Just 
remember that health problems, mental and physical, don't just disappear because you want 
them to, okay? They'll have to be tackled somehow. And people can't help you do that if you 
don't let them know about these problems first, Tom." She paused. "Especially your doctor." 


Shroud moved against Tommy's neck. "Yeah.." 


"Either way, from now on you should try to cast a couple of spells every day," she continued, 
a certain finality in her voice. "They can be simple or really just the same one over and over 
again, it doesn't matter. Your body just needs to get used to casting again and realize it does 
not actually have to go all in every time you even so much as think about magic. Let it 
relearn to leave your energy and how and when it is used up to you again. It shouldn't take 
longer than a couple of days, realistically." 


Tommy was sure everyone could see how much he disliked the thought of having to cast 
magic multiple times a day (and risk hurting someone each time) on his face but it's not like 
he had a choice. It was for the best after all. He knew that. 


Clinging to the memory of how great he had felt this morning when he had finally succeeded 
at the activation spell with Niki and how light his chest had been in that moment, he nodded 
slowly. "I will try." 


The fact that the shower was running was the first thing Tommy noticed upon waking up. The 
second was the feeling of a small fuzzy body against his cheek. The warm, familiar waves of 
comfort it emitted was soothing enough that his heart rate barely spiked when he sluggishly 
blinked his eyes open and was met with nothing but darkness. 


Subconsciously, he rubbed his hands over his eyes as he sat up. 


He carefully took the spider off of his face and ran a finger over Shroud's back. Where 
Tommy's chest felt light and his mind and body rested after the strain of the previous day, he 
knew his familiar must have not gotten much of a break. Shroud very much preferred staying 
in his heated and perfectly humid terrarium at night over risking being squashed by Tommy 
rolling around in his sleep. The two learned that from experience. The fact the spider had 
stayed so close all night without any complaint anyway made his heart clench with a sudden 
intense appreciation. He'd have to make it up to him somehow as soon as Tommy's magic 
would start acting normal again. 


Listening more carefully now, he could make out someone moving in the room over the noise 
of the shower. "Tubbo?" he tried. The movement stopped abruptly. 


"He's taking a shower," Freddy's voice responded. He walked the couple steps up to the left 
of Tommy's bed. "He mentioned your eyes might still be fucked when you wake up. You 
okay?" 


Tommy considered the question for a moment. He was disappointed that he couldn't see at all 
even after sleeping this well but at least his headache was long gone and all in all.. he felt 
pretty good. "Eyes are fucked indeed but I'm fine—" He stopped, furrowing his brow. "I 
didn't accidentally cast anything during the night again, though, did I?" 


Freddy hummed for a moment. "I don't think so? Nothing that woke me up at the very least." 
He turned, walking back to what Tommy guessed was one of his chests of clothes. "Eryn isn't 
here anyway, though, so no need to worry about him being a dick about it." 


"Well, they weren't wrong.." Tommy paused before tilting his head. "So Eryn's spending the 
weekend at his parents' again? He's been doing that a lot recently. I thought they lived like 6 
hours away?" 


"They moved during summer vacation, I think. They're a lot closer now so Eryn and his 
brother spend more time there." He sighed dramatically. "Sucks for me, though.. my best 
friend.. abandoning me.." Before Tommy could respond, something small landed on the 
blanket covering his legs. "Special reminder from Tubbo to take your meds by the way." 


By the time Tommy recovered the small bottles from the crevices of his blanket, took his 
painkillers and energy replenishers (that he was still unsure about taking now that he seemed 
to have way too much magic energy anyway but the nurse would probably have his head if he 
didn't take them), spread the cream over his eyes and carefully climbed down from his bunk 
in search for something comfy to change into, Tubbo had finished his shower and left the 
small bathroom, audibly shaking his wet hair in the air instead of blow-drying it. 


Without asking what he was searching for, Tubbo tossed him a big hoodie that felt a lot like 
the red one he had unsuccessfully been searching for in the closet. With a satisfied sigh, he 
slipped it on, relishing in the warmth and soft fabric of it for a moment before pulling the 
hood up to create a dark and warm space Shroud would appreciate. He turned in Tubbo's 
direction. "You think I'll get told off for not wearing the school uniform on campus if I can't 
see?" 


"If they know, probably not? They'll just glare at you but considering you won't be able to see 
that either.." He paused. "Unless you get caught by some ass, though. Then all bets are off." 


They both knew exactly that Tubbo had their Basic Spells teacher in mind. Tommy grimaced 
at the thought of being reprimanded by him because of a dress code violation out of all 
things. But, considering Tommy didn't really feel like leaving the dorm anyway when he 
couldn't see, he was willing to take the risk for today. 


If George and his bright blue hoodies could get away with it in class all the time, how bad 
could it really be? 


He carefully let himself fall back onto Tubbo's mattress. Pulling one of his knees to his chest 
and wrapping an arm around it, he listened to the rummaging of his roommates getting ready. 
It was weird how the day before the irregular rustling of fabric and bedsheets or the sound of 
someone's nails tapping ever so slightly against their phone's display while writing a message 
would have made him nauseous. But now, wrapped in his hoodie and with the slight scent of 
Tubbo's shampoo and deodorant hanging in the air, the sound was nothing more than a 
reminder of people existing next to him. 


It felt weirdly domestic for a dorm room full of teenagers. 


It reminded him of home. 


Tommy really liked it. 


"Should I go grab breakfast or do you want to come?" Tubbo asked eventually while reaching 
up to Tommy's bed and pressing his compass to his chest a moment after. 


Tommy quickly put it around his neck before Tubbo could scold him for not immediately 
remembering to after waking up. "I'd rather stay here." 


Tubbo hummed understandingly. "I'll bring Ranboo and we can eat and hang out together 
here then." A pause. "You'll be okay on your own for a bit? After yesterday.." 


"I can stay for a little longer if you want?" Freddy cut in from the other side of the room but 
Tommy just made a vaguely dismissive motion with his hand. 


"It's fine, I'm okay now. And Shroud's here." 


Tubbo didn't sound all too happy but agreed after a long contemplative moment either way. 
So when he and Freddy were out of the door a couple minutes later and Tommy and Shroud 
were left by themselves, Tommy took in the newfound silence in the room. 


While there was still the noise of the wind outside the window, the distant sound of people 
getting ready and chatting in the dorm rooms next to his and the occasional footsteps walking 


down the hallway, he really didn't like how far away it all seemed. Silence, while unable to 
see the things directly around you, just made everything feel weirdly oppressive. 


Shrugging it off, he stood up, grasping the ladder of the bunk bed to try and avoid losing his 
orientation in the room, and carefully felt his way over the soft carpets towards the terrarium 
without stumbling into anything. Standing in front of the glass box and blindly opening the 
drawer underneath to reach for Shroud's food, he realized he hadn't really thought this next 
step through. 


He tilted his head. "Should I open the box inside the terrarium and let you catch however 
many that end up being by yourself, Shroud? I don't think I can really do anything else if I 
don't want to risk bugs all over the room." He reached under his hood for the spider which 
willingly climbed onto his hand. "Sorry, I should have asked Tubbo to feed you before 
leaving.." 


Shroud moved, tickling Tommy's fingers. 
He smiled. "Okay, yeah. Fuck it! Let's just try." 


Holding onto the edge of the terrarium, Tommy carefully balanced on the shoe rack he used 
as a stepping stool to reach the lid more comfortably. After a moment of struggling with the 
latch, he managed to open it and lowered Shroud inside. Then he took the box of insects and 
held it at roughly the same height, angling it so that none of them could easily jump out of the 
lid without him noticing, and opened it. 


He could hear some rustling and feel the movement of some bugs jumping out. Tommy gave 
it a second longer for good measure and then awkwardly tried to close the box again, unsure 
if there was even anything left in it. 


Shroud was moving through the dry leaves, on the hunt now, so at least his familiar would get 
a well-deserved breakfast. Shaking out his hands in hopes that nothing had somehow jumped 

on and would scare the shit out of him later, Tommy closed the lid again. "Well, that didn't go 
too terribly, did it?" he whispered, pleased with himself. 


Happily, he stepped off of the shoe rack again but accidentally hit the guitar that stood next to 
it with his knee while turning too quickly. It made an ugly dissonant noise when it hit the 
ground. Tommy grimaced. 


He had to crouch down and tap the ground in the general area around him a couple of times 
until his hand finally found the instrument. 


It reminded him of crawling on muddy grass, searching sightlessly for his mother. Only 
finding her phone after it rang multiple times. His hands bleeding. 


Cold. 


He pushed himself to his feet, shaking his head, and leaned the guitar back against the 
drawer. Subconsciously, his left hand wrapped around his compass. He blinked against the 
darkness. "Damn, okay." 


Running his fingers over the edges of the compass, he tried to focus on the difference 
between the cool metal and the glass front his fingers tapped against with a near silent sound. 


If he concentrated more, he could feel how Shroud's energy, so similar to his own, was 
moving in the terrarium right next to him while his own magic was vibrating softly under his 
skin, comforting now in stark contrast to the overwhelming sensation it had been yesterday. 


It was weird. 


This was what his magic felt like. 
He knew that. 
He always knew that. 


It was how it felt ever since the effect of his magic suppressants had worn off many years 
ago. This was how he was supposed to feel. The constant soft reminder of life in his body. 


Just as stable as the feeling of your own heartbeat. 
Just as important as the sound of blood rushing if you held a seashell to your ear. 


How had Tommy not noticed when it disappeared? How could he have ignored it for so long? 
He didn't feel it for months, his magic just slowly retracting in on itself with Tommy's fear of 
hurting someone. With someone else's energy carved into his eyes overtaking every other 
sensation. 


How could he not have noticed this part of him missing? 


Tentatively, he concentrated on pushing his energy from one hand through his arms and chest 
into the other hand and back again. 


The magic splashed and flowed much easier than Tommy had expected it to. Suddenly it felt 
surreal how little control he had had over it the day before and how scared he had been to 
even acknowledge this warm energy in his chest at all. It belonged to him. 


This sudden realization made the constant anxiety about using magic shift into a curious sort 
of cautiousness instead. 


He knew he still needed to be careful. He could still hurt someone. Curse someone. But— 
"Sam promised I won't hurt anyone." 


With his back to the terrarium and Shroud's comforting aura, Tommy carefully lifted his right 
hand in front of him, the fingers of the other one still repeatedly running over the compass. 
He took a deep breath and started pushing the energy from his limbs to collect in his chest. 


With sudden recognition, it started moving. 
Fast. 


Startled by the pressure building much too quickly again, Tommy pressed his hand against 
his chest, a rush of panic overcoming him within a second. It was dizzying with what speed 
his energy acted all at once. He gasped. 


Squeezing his unseeing eyes shut, he tried to concentrate on nothing but breathing for a 
minute. 


In. 

Out. 

In. 

And out. 

Just how Techno told him. 
Shroud was right behind him. 


He was fine. Casting a spell would make him feel better. It would stop this onslaught of 
energy in just a couple of days, like the nurse had said. He would feel normal again. He could 
do this. 


And he won't hurt anyone. 


When he lifted his hand in front of him this time, he knew it was shaking. Collecting the 
energy he wanted — and only the energy he wanted — was much more difficult now as it 
kept jumping and skittering away from his grasp and made him lose concentration over and 
over again. 


By the time he finally succeeded, Tommy already felt the strain on his body and mind. The 
process had been so much easier with Niki the day earlier when his magic hadn't yet 
completely overreacted like this. He tried to steady his hand. 


Taking a deep breath, Tommy pictured Wilbur plucking the strings of his guitar on the edge 
of the worn-out couch in his room. A bright yellow sweater. A charm with the logo of his 
band dangled next to a green emerald from the head of the guitar. 


"I can see you specks of past melodies." 


In a frantic rush, all the energy in his chest moved through his arm and into his tingling 
fingertips before releasing into the darkness in front of him. 


The soft sound of a melody being played on a guitar — Wilbur's guitar — filled the room. 


Surprised, Tommy blinked as if he would somehow be able to see the light he knew 
accompanied the spell. Instead, he held his breath to listen to the memory of his brother's 
music and slowly let it sink in that he just successfully cast a spell all on his own. 


His body felt so light. 


The pressure that had threatened to engulf him again had disappeared just as quickly as it 
came and only left the warm comfort of magic existing within him behind once more. 


Tommy grinned. 


He felt fucking amazing. 


The sound of the door opening interrupted Tommy's concentration on the spell, causing the 
melody to dissolve into nothing. The boy stood up straight, dropping the compass from his 
hand. 


"I'm back," Tubbo announced his return, kicking his shoes off while pushing the door until it 
audibly locked behind him again. A paper bag rustled. "Everything alright?" 


Tommy grinned. "Yup," he replied, popping the 'p'. With one hand on the drawer with the 
terrarium, he turned towards his best friend who immediately stopped in his tracks. "The 
nurse said I needed to cast some spells every day, right? So I just did that and I feel, dare I 
say, extremely poggers right now." 


Tubbo laughed. "King, I know you said you weren't acting like you're on drugs yesterday but 
was I really that wrong?" He crossed the short distance between them, took Tommy's wrist 
and pushed something in his hand. "Regardless of how drugged up on magic your brain is 
gonna be for a while, I'm glad you're feeling better. Here, Niki gave me some lucky chocolate 
chip cookies, so eat." 


Tommy tilted his head and ran his thumb over the surface of the cookie in his hand. He 
leaned against the drawer behind him and lifted it to his lips, nibbling carefully while Tubbo 
moved through the room, discarding the paper bag with their breakfast somewhere. Satisfied 
at the realization that the cookie was indeed chocolate chip and not a ploy to make him eat 
raisins, Tommy followed him to their bunk. "Where's Ranboo, by the way? Thought you'd 
bring them?" 


The other abruptly stopped in his movement. "I'm.. not sure?" 


"Huh?" 


"Well—" Tubbo hesitated. "I thought we were supposed to meet in front of the grand hall? 
But he didn't show up so I assumed he forgot or didn't set an alarm so I texted him but 
nothing." He sat down at the edge of his mattress. "I went to his dorm on the way back but 
one of his roommates told me he hasn't seen Ranboo all morning because he was already 
gone by the time anyone else woke up." 


"That's weird," Tommy agreed, the rest of his cookie forgotten in his hand for the moment. 
"You think he was sleepwalking?" 


A sigh. "Probably. Sam didn't text me so at least he didn't leave campus before the end of 
curfew. Michael's with him, though. Not sure if that is reassuring or stressing me out more." 
He clicked his tongue. "Did you know my dad texted me last night to tell me not to do 
anything stupid because of those magicians disappearing all over the country? My dad out of 
all people! Didn't think he'd actually care in the first place." 


Tommy frowned. Phil wasn't the only one working in politics disregarding their 
confidentiality to make sure their kids stayed safe, it seemed. 


People really had started to become nervous. 
He swallowed. "They're not after students. Ranboo is fine—" 
A knock on the door made him flinch despite himself. 


Tubbo jumped up and quickly jogged over to the door, pulling it open immediately. Tommy 
turned, annoyed he couldn't see. 


"Fuck you, Ranboo!" 
"Uh, okay. Why?" responded the deep voice of the older boy, confused. "What did I do?" 


Tommy heard him enter the room and take his shoes off and, a second later, a low huff and 
quick, near silent, steps came towards where Tommy was leaning against the bed frame. With 
a smile, he put the rest of his cookie in his mouth and crouched down to hold his hand out in 
front of him. Michael's nose pushed against it immediately, grunting happily in greeting. 


"I didn't know where you two were! You didn't come to the grand hall and weren't in your 
room," Tubbo huffed. "Thought you got your ass stuck in a random storage room 
somewhere." 


"Ah.." Ranboo hesitated. "Sorry, I forgot we were supposed to meet. I was, uh, I tried to 
reach my parents.." 


A pause. "All morning? Were they even awake this early on a Sunday?" 


Ranboo blew out a breath. "I'm—" Their voice shook ever so slightly. "I don't know. I 
thought I needed to call them. I'm sure I did. But I— I couldn't reach them. They weren't 
there." 


Tommy instinctively lifted his head, alarmed at the sudden shift in tone. "What?" 


"I couldn't reach them and I can't remember when I talked to them last," Ranboo stated 
unsure. "I can't remember and it's— it's freaking me out a bit." 


"Hey, it's okay, Boo." Tubbo pulled him further into the room and made Ranboo sit in one of 
the desk chairs. "It's okay. I remember you told me you talked to your mums on Thursday 
night and everything was fine! It's only been a couple of days!" 


Ranboo was quiet for a moment. Tommy pulled Michael into his arms. "Did I? I don't 
remember.." 


"Yes, I know that you told me about it over breakfast on Friday!" Tubbo continued. "They are 
fine. You said that Enderchest apparently gained some weight and they needed to stop giving 
him treats all the time." He paused, voice softer now. Reassuring. "They probably just didn't 
notice you calling so early, don't worry. How about you try again in a couple hours, yeah?" 


Silence stretched in the room. 
"Okay, I'll try again later." Ranboo eventually relented, taking a deep breath. "Sorry.." 


Tubbo huffed dramatically. "Only thing you should be sorry for is forgetting the importance 
of eating breakfast on time!" He plopped down on the floor between his friends, Michael 
immediately wiggling out of Tommy's arms to curl up in the other's lap. The sound of the 
paper bag returned. "Come on you two. Food time!" 


Tommy smiled and carefully sat down next to him. 


The carpet was soft and warm underneath his hands. 
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Heedlessly Aware 


Chapter Summary 


Tommy is honestly feeling much better, dare I say great, now that his magic energy is a 
bit more chill. Other people don’t share his good mood, though. 


Chapter Notes 


happy birthday tommy!! C: 
also happy one year anniversary to witch’s hazel!! 


unsure 1 should be happy it’s come this far or upset that i still haven’t finished it LMAO 
we still have ways to go.. enjoy!! 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


"So some magicians, many of whom called themselves mediums but are mostly categorized 
as necromancers by today's standards, were found residing close to, or within, graveyards or 
crypts of recently passed people who, in life, possessed powerful magic. Doing that, they 
could loot graves for expensive magical items to sell and channel the leftover vitality of the 
bodies and burial objects to communicate with the dead," Ranboo read out, his voice echoing 
ever so slightly between the high bookshelves of the library even as he tried to keep the noise 
down. 


"And to talk to like gods and demons and shit!" Tubbo added loudly, chair scraping over the 
carpeted floor as he leaned in closer. "The book doesn't mention that but I watched a 
documentary about it online before. It said that demons make use of people trying to 
communicate with the other side to trick them into doing tasks and eventually form them into 
vessels the demons could possess!" 


"Tubbo, that's.." Ranboo paused for a moment, unsure how to respond to that, "that's pretty 
ridiculous." 


"There was this guy who committed tax fraud and then ditched all his friends and family to 
go live in the Alps one night, and later he said he was tricked into doing it by an otherworldly 
being and didn't even mean to!" 


"People lie, Tubbo—" 


"But I'm sure he told the truth. Because I know demons are real! When I was five there was 
this woman—" 


"Tommy, please just ignore whatever he's saying. None of it is important for the exam!" 
"TII show you what's not important for the exam, dickhead—" 


Loud shushing interrupted the argument, Tommy tensing slightly at the sudden reminder of 
the couple of other people around them where he was, more draped over than actually sitting, 
at the desk opposite his friends', face buried in the soft material of his sleeves. His warm 
hood hid both his hair and Shroud burrowed in the crook of his neck while he listened to 
Ranboo and Tubbo discuss the content of the newest chapter of their magic history textbook. 
They all really needed to memorize it for the upcoming exams. 


However, Tommy shifted. "Remind me again why I agreed to come to the library after I 
specifically told you I didn't want to leave our room today?" 


"Tommy, don't act like you weren't the one squirming in your seat all day from your druggy 
magic high complaining about how you couldn't use your pent-up energy for something 
useful like studying because you can't see," Tubbo replied without missing a beat. "The only 
reason you didn't ask to go out was because you didn't want to change into your uniform 
anyway, but there's no one here that gives a shit about that." 


The younger boy pursed his lips. He realized he had been rocking his leg for a while. "Well, 
it's not like I get to actually do anything here either, though. There's just more people around 
who I can't see," he said, trying (and failing) to make it sound like he wasn't whining. "And 
no offense to you guys' performance of reading to me like I'm a toddler but I'm like 90 
percent sure I'm a visual learner, actually." 


"Okay, something else then," Tubbo relented. Ranboo closed the textbook with a quiet thud. 
"Have you decided what you wanna brew for the potions exam yet?" 


Tommy groaned as the topic stayed on school subjects but lifted his head from his arms with 
a nod anyway. "Niki said Greater Healing would be a good idea. You?" 


Tubbo snickered menacingly as if Tommy just walked right into his trap. Tommy lifted an 
eyebrow, suddenly intrigued. 


"Splash potion of fire." 
Ranboo started coughing. 


Pushing away from the table to lean against the thinly padded back of the library chair with 
his arms crossed in front of his chest, Tommy grinned. His boredom was dissolved 
immediately. "That definitely wasn't on the list to choose from." 


"But fire resistance was!" Tubbo countered with a badly suppressed laugh. Tommy could 
imagine exactly how his eyes were glinting with fiery excitement. The joy was terribly 
contagious. 


Ranboo managed to recover from his coughing fit. They groaned breathlessly. "Tubbo.." 


"Did you know, the ingredients and brewing processes of both potions are very similar? It 
would be so fucking easy to make one base and secretly create both of the potions in the end! 
And then—" Someone shushed again somewhere to their left and Tubbo's voice dropped 
marginally. "Then I'll demonstrate the perfect effect of my resistance potion by dropping both 
of the vials and standing in the middle of this massive ball of fire for a minute and watch 
everyone freak the fuck out!" 


Tommy tried to smother his laughter in the crook of his arm for the sake of the other people 
in the hall, his shoulders shaking at the imagined scene of their teachers screaming in terror 
while Tubbo, engulfed in flames, was laughing maniacally. His best friend's pranks kept 
becoming bigger and more and more absurd. It was fucking amazing to watch. Even if 
slightly worrying. 


"You know you will get suspended one day, don't you?" Ranboo asked exasperatedly. The 
sound was muffled as if they had their face buried in their hands — or maybe the soft black 
scarf Tommy wasn't sure they were wearing today. "At some point Professor Eret won't be 
able to let it slide with nothing more than a slap on the wrist anymore, regardless of who your 
father is. We literally still have detention from your last prank! It's not even been a week!" 


"And there are still nearly two weeks left until the day of the exam either so I don't see the 
problem here? And damn , I really want to see how they'll intend to tell my dad," Tubbo said 
with what could only be interpreted as a wistful edge to his voice. "I wish I could see his 
reaction when the day finally comes.." 


"And secondly— uh," Ranboo's voice faltered. "Dude, I think you ought to talk to a 
professional about this at some point." They cleared their throat a bit awkwardly. " Secondly, 
you better test your resistance potion first to make sure it actually works as intended or else 
the teachers won't be the only ones screaming because of the fire, Bo." 


Tommy tilted his head left and right in vague agreement while Tubbo hummed. "Yeah, that's 
fair." 


"But," Ranboo continued, carefully trying to not make his next words sound too much like a 
challenge but utterly failing, "truth be told, I don't think it'll even get to that point anyway. 
There is literally no way no one will notice you changing up the ingredients. I mean, it's you 
we're talking about here. The whole school probably has special instructions to make sure 
you don't somehow get your hands on explosives. Or fire." 


Tommy couldn't help but cackle at the tone in Ranboo's voice. Like he was trying to will into 
existence that he was right. "As much as I really wanna see that, maybe we should try not to 
give Sam another heart-attack for a little bit. Y'know, let that poor man chill for a bit before 
you start setting yourself on fire for fun? At least until Halloween?" 


A huff. "Seriously? You guys are no fun," Tubbo uttered, his energy leaving him in a flash as 
he let himself fall backwards in his chair. "Pussies." 


Tommy just shrugged apologetically. 


Shroud moved at the sudden jerk, making Tommy remember where the constant warm 
comfort he was feeling radiated from. He carefully pulled the spider into his hands and 
nuzzled his nose against the fuzzy back. A soft smile tugged at the corners of his lips. 


While Tubbo muttered more curses under his breath and opened another book in front of him, 
Ranboo addressed Tommy directly, "Greater Healing potion you said, right? You already 
have a plan where to get the ingredients from?" 


Thinking for a moment to try and recall the recipe he had read the day before, Tommy tilted 
his head. "I could take some of the lavender in our room, right?" 


Tubbo made a vague affirmative noise even as he pretended not to listen. "Got dried 
elderflower in a box somewhere as well." 


Tommy gave a thumbs up in the direction of his voice. "Thanks, man!" 


"Don't you need witch hazel for greater healing?" Ranboo continued. "Do you know where 
that pond in the woods is? The one that's a bit hidden off of the path?" 


"Oh!" Tommy exclaimed, realizing what Ranboo was getting at. Shroud climbed on Tommy's 
face. "The bushes growing around it are witch hazel, aren't they?" 


"Yup, and they should be blooming as well considering how cold it's been these past few 
weeks. It should be easy to get." 


"Perfect!" Shroud's legs tickled him. He pulled his familiar off of his cheek again. "I might 
check it out tomorrow if my eyes are better again." 


"How are they, by the way?" Tubbo asked suddenly. "Does anything hurt right now?" 


The dim light that cut through the darkness as Tommy carefully squinted first one, and then 
the other eye, open made him wince. It took a moment until his eyes got used to the glare of 
the library's warm overhead lighting but the short burst of pain was easily covered by elation 
and relief flooding his chest at the proof that indeed, this time as well, his blindness was 
merely temporary. 


If he focused on where he assumed his friends to be sitting, he could roughly make out their 
shapes. 


"It's much better already," he said, smiling brightly. "I can make out some light again and it 
barely hurts either so we're good, gang." 


"Good. That's good," Tubbo replied satisfiedly, "but keep them closed anyway. At least until 
you've got your glasses." 


"Sure thing, boss man." 


Shutting the light out and returning to the darkness behind his eyelids again, Tommy focused 
back on the feeling of Shroud on his hands, smoothly moving between his fingers and palms. 


Paired with the slow exchange of magic energy between them, the sensation of the movement 
was mesmerizing. 


He relaxed in his seat. 


Maybe it was because he could barely recall the exact moment he lost his eyesight the 
previous day, maybe it was because Techno was there to reassure him when it happened, or 
maybe it was because Shroud had been with him non-stop ever since, but Tommy felt much 
more at peace with being unable to see anything around him when compared to the last flare- 
up. 


Not that he wasn't still anxious to be surrounded by people, knowing that at any moment 
someone could sneak up on or touch him unexpectedly if they wanted to. That he could be 
watched. Since being around Tubbo — and Ranboo to a certain extent — during that time, 
however, he had noticed that the two kept a much closer eye on him than he originally 
thought. If at all possible, they would make sure he was comfortable and prevent anyone they 
thought could freak him out from approaching him out of the blue. They made not being able 
to see so much easier to bear. 


He felt so giddily childish and heart-wrenchingly cared for. 


At one point, as his friends broke out in a heated discussion of their study notes again in 
which they took turns searching for terribly specific books to either answer questions about 
their exams and homework (Ranboo) or learn how to subtly make sure a potion was 
functional (Tubbo), Tommy zoned out, his mind jumping between the feeling of the magic 
within him, Shroud's legs on his skin, the bickering across from him, and his general 
perception of the room. 


Amazed, he realized that he could actually roughly place some objects and people around 
him if he concentrated. 


The light of the chandelier hanging from the tall ceiling above which made his eyes hurt 
earlier was the slightest bit warm on Tommy's skin. The fingers of the hand not currently 
holding Shroud were tapping on the wooden surface of the desk in front of him. 


Having paid close attention to the turns they made when Tubbo had led him through the 
shelves and desks before, he knew exactly where in the library they were. 


The long row of tables they were sitting at were lined up in between several tall shelves. 
They were filled with hundreds and hundreds of books, compilations and retellings of world 
history, wars, failing economies, power structures during the Middle Ages, as well as, 
spellbooks, some thick originals with heavily faded pages, some modern reissues filled to the 
brim with extra commentary and improved variants, all available in dozens of different 
languages. 


From their previous complaints, Tommy knew there were probably a handful of students 
sitting somewhere to his left, though he wasn't sure how many exactly. He was able to make 
out at least one person writing on a keyboard and someone else audibly turning the pages of a 
book regularly, however. 


Someone had a wand. The magical aura it emitted was clearly recognizable and, to Tommy's 
surprise, easily able to be differentiated from that of the magic broom someone was walking 
with on the other side of the shelves behind him. His recognition wasn't even hindered by the, 
albeit barely noticeable, auras of some of the magical books which blurred into a transparent 
wall. 


His fingers stopped their tapping. 


Ranboo gave off magic as well. 


Not a lot but just enough for Tommy to notice. He raised his eyebrows in surprise, a small 
sound escaping his throat, though his friends didn't seem to hear. 


Thinking back to how Ranboo had been able to cast and hold multiple sound barrier spells 
simultaneously back when Tubbo pranked the orchestra, Tommy Anew the other was 
powerful. Their magic energy must be on a completely different level, and with how 
effortless new spells and concepts came to them.. If they didn't have as much trouble actually 
remembering the words, Ranboo would have probably long been considered a genius caster. 


But a magic aura? 
That was some next level shit, Tommy hadn't seen — or rather felt — before. 


"What do you care what he's up to?" a new sound suddenly cut through his thoughts, pulling 
Tommy's attention away from Ranboo and to the two pairs of footsteps entering the area. The 
voice was vaguely familiar. 


"I just want to make sure you're okay, man." 
Tommy frowned, tilting his head. He knew that voice as well. 


"You guys really need to lay off. Seriously, it's annoying," the first voice continued sharply, 
closer now. "If you only hang around me because you hold some sort of grudge against my 
brother, you should fucking stop. I'm not your personal CCTV, okay?" 


One pair of footsteps picked up their speed for a second, sound echoing between the shelves, 
before they both stopped abruptly. "You know it's not like that. Come on, Purp." 


"Don't fucking call me that." 


"Purpled." 


Ah, Tommy thought as he was finally able to put the correct image to the voices. Purpled and 
Quackity. 


"I'm just curious why he would agree to let you get a tattoo out of nowhere," Quackity said 
with a nonchalance that did not match Purpled's obvious irritation. "Not like I would have 
told you to not get one but it's pretty big for a simple rune. Like, what's the effect for, huh? 
You're not even 15 yet." 


He should probably stop eavesdropping, Tommy realized suddenly. This conversation was 
definitely not meant for his ears. 


Swallowing down a weirdly nervous feeling, like being caught in the act, he tried to zone in 
on what Ranboo and Tubbo were talking about. Something about rotten eggs, potion effects 
and— 


"It just looked cool, okay? And it was an early birthday present. Punz isn't how you think he 
was back in school, okay? Stop trying to make him out to be something he's not." 


"I'm not, I swear—" 


"He's a good brother, okay? He cares about me more than anyone else ever did, so get off of 
his dick about things that aren't there." 


Stop listening. Stop listening. Stop listening. 


Tommy couldn't just cover his ears, could he? That would be less than subtle. At least his 
hood was up and he was sitting with his back to the two so they shouldn't be able to 
recognize him. It would be so fucking awkward if one of them realized he knew exactly what 
they've been talking about, right? 


"Okay," Quackity relented after a brief pause. "I won't ask about it anymore, I promise. I 
know you and your brother are close and I trust you're safe with him, even without your 
parents. Just know you can come to me as well, yeah? I know you can't stand my friends but I 
won't tell them a word about anything without your permission." 


"As if." Purple's tone changed to something more challenging, doubtful. 
"I care for you, Purp. We're friends — amigos — are we not?!" 


The younger boy tsked in annoyance, though it sounded like a smile was tugging on his lips 
now. "Fuck off." 


"You still wanna help me search for that book?" 


"As long as it's not about rune magic?" Purpled drawled knowingly, making Quackity splutter 
with nervous laughter. 


"Of course not! Definitely not! No, who do you take me as?" 


"I'm going back to my room." 


"No, wait!" 


Tommy pulled his hoodie over his head, trying to take it off without getting disorientated but 
failing as his elbow got stuck in his sleeve and he was flailing on the spot, hitting his head on 
the corner post of the bed that was suddenly in front of him. "Argh, what the—" 


"You okay?" An unexpected tug freed him from his predicament, Tubbo holding him steady 
by his shoulder. 


Tommy winced, rubbing the aching spot on his forehead. If, after everything, he'll have to 
explain how he ended up with a bruise like that, Tommy was sure he'll snap. He couldn't even 
fucking change without getting himself hurt. Embarrassing. "Ouch." 


"You know, I've been thinking," Tubbo said after pulling his hand away again. 


Tommy just raised an eyebrow in his direction, his hand automatically searching for the 
offending bedpost for support. 


"There's got to be a spell that could somehow help you see, don't you think? Not a rune spell 
or anything that messes with your eyes directly of course. Just something temporary for 
emergencies, you know?" He moved around the bed. "In case you're on your own when 
another flare-up happens and have to get back to the dorm by yourself, for example." 


Tommy hummed, interested. It wasn't like he didn't himself consider his options in that 
regard before. "Did you have anything specific in mind? Because I'm pretty sure that even 
short-term eye.. boosters or whatever will just make it worse." 


Tubbo came back around, fingernails tapping on what sounded like his phone. "I looked 
some stuff up on the internet." 


"And..?" 
"Echolocation." 


Tommy opened his eyes for the sole reason of giving the shadowy form of his best friend in 
front of him a /ook. "You can't be serious." 


"Think about it!" Tubbo said, gesturing widely. "Enhancing your ears wouldn't mess with 
your eyes and or that weird curse on it and you could literally hear where you are and what's 
around you! Walls, water, other people—" 


"Tubbo, I'm not a bat." 


A huff. "Not with that attitude!" 


"Okay," Tommy said, pausing to rub his arm over his eyes, closing them again before they 
could start aching. "Do you at least have a way for me to learn something like that? Would I 
even be able to learn it?" 


Tubbo hesitated. "Well.." 


"I'm sure that's at least one of the reasons for why no one ever suggested something like that 
to me before," Tommy said, matter of factly, following the edge of the bed to where he had 
sat down Shroud before pulling his hoodie off. He held out his hand. "Everyone knows I 
fucking suck at spell casting." 


"You're not nearly as bad as you make yourself out to be, Tommy," the other countered 
immediately. "It may take a while but I'm sure you can learn any spell if you want to. You 
know how it all works." 


Tommy's fingers twitched at the thought of using his magic even as Shroud reached his hand 
and slowly climbed back on it, sending calming waves through his body. 


The pressure in his chest had started building again a little while ago, making him twitchy 
and disappointingly anxious after he felt absolutely amazing for the majority of the day. He 
needed to cast something again soon, preferably before dinner if he didn't want to risk being 
known as the guy that zoned out and panicked during dinner twice in a row to the entire 
school. He could really do without that, thank you very much. 


Firstly, a nice hot shower, though. 


"Your trust in my abilities is appreciated but terribly misguided, Tubso," Tommy said, 
carefully crossing the small distance between the bed and the bathroom door. His fingers 
found the handle when he paused, turning back to his friend again. "But I can ask Niki if she 
knows a spell that she thinks could work for me, alright? I'd probably have to double check 
with our nurse to make sure it definitely won't mess up anything as well, though." 


"Yeah, I wouldn't want to get in trouble with her again either," Tubbo replied easily, audibly 
letting himself fall onto his bed. "I bet Niki, on the other hand, is gonna tell you the exact 
same thing I did. You think I don't know you well enough to be able to judge your skills 
realistically?" 


Tommy snickered at that. "I didn't say that. I just think Niki is an amazing magician learning 
to be able to recognize others' skill levels to help them improve and you're a 14-year-old 
pyromaniac." 


"But I'm also your best friend, don't you forget that, Tom Watson! If someone else knew you 
better than I do, I would have failed at one of my main jobs." 


Somehow, hearing Tubbo call himself Tommy's best friend so confidently after all his past 
doubts about Ranboo taking over his place in their friendship, though those lessened 
significantly after getting to know them better and realizing there might not be a reason for 
him to be replaced if they could all be friends instead, made Tommy's heart jump. 


With a grin, he pulled open the door and quickly slipped inside, turning on the lights in the 
tiny bathroom more out of habit than anything else, and let Shroud climb onto some towels to 
be able to enjoy the hot shower in his own way. 


Muscle memory made showering without being able to see surprisingly easy each time. The 
fact the dorm bathrooms were small enough for Tommy to be able to constantly hold on to 
something and therefore avoid getting turned around was a blessing in disguise as well. And 
either way, what did one need their eyesight for when standing under the stream of steaming 
hot water and comforting pressure messaging all of the tension out of their muscles? 


After some time, he tried to recall the melody his father had played on the piano the first time 
Tommy asked if Phil could teach him how to play. He cast his spell, relaxing even further as 
the melody, however fragmented it was from him not remembering it quite as well as he 
thought he did, filled the room. His chest felt lighter again and the heat of the water was the 
only reason why his fingers were still tingling. 


Eventually, Tubbo loudly knocking on the door, telling him he's been showering for 25 
minutes and really needed to get this ass out of there if they still wanted to get dinner, 
disrupted his focus and caused the spell and music to fade away. 


And even though he felt slightly lightheaded when he left the shower, being warm and 
comfortable and having the need to cast something soothed for the moment, he felt great. 


Amazing even. 


Amazing enough that he didn't complain once about going to the grand hall while unable to 
see and instead held loosely on to the sleeve of Tubbo's jacket, loudly discussing (with 
himself more than with anyone else) why hot showers were, in fact, the only way to go, how 
incredibly manly it was to pour nearly boiling water onto yourself, and how everyone who 
genuinely enjoyed cold showers needed to get a grip actually. 


When his one-sided discussion ended, he was already halfway through some surprisingly 
fantastic fried chicken (that Techno recommended to him after he came over the moment they 
entered the hall to make sure his brother was really fine after the events of the previous day, 
which totally did not make Tommy feel all soft and shit, no). That was when he realized that 
Ranboo hadn't come to join them. 


"He just wanted to get Michael and try calling his mums again," Tubbo said with an anxious 
note in his voice after he finally asked about it. "I should have insisted we stick together even 
if he said he would be fine." 


Tommy pouted his lips in thought, the rest of his chicken momentarily forgotten. "Maybe I 
should give them my compass for a while so you can keep an eye on where they're off to?" 


"And get a heart-attack when instead you disappear on me again all of the sudden? No 
thanks." A sigh. "I should just see if I can get my hands on another enchanted item like that 
online somewhere.." 


A brief silence settled over them. 
"Ranboo should sleep over tonight at least." 


"They should, shouldn't they?" Tubbo sounded conflicted. "Don't wanna make them feel like 
I don't trust them or I'm babying them or something but.. with everything that's been going 
on, having them disappear and forget important things over and over again has been kinda 
unnerving. I'm worried they're gonna get hurt and I won't be there to help." 


Tommy bit his lip for a moment. "Just offer it to him. I'll sure he'll agree." 
"You're probably right," Tubbo replied with a deep sigh. 
"I'm always right actually." 


"You really, truly aren't," the shorter boy replied immediately, a slight smirk audible in his 
voice as he pushed away from the table. "I'll try calling him again." 


Left alone, Tommy quickly finished his chicken, trying to keep Shroud from climbing down 
on the empty plate, not needing to see to know there were probably plenty of crumbs the 
spider was going for but aware his familiar really shouldn't eat random leftovers. While the 
sulking spider crawled into his sleeve, the boy instead focused on the sound of people eating 
and chatting all around him, both trying to make out what they were saying (eavesdropping 
again, huh?) and very much hoping he would not accidentally overhear anyone talking about 
him. 


He didn't mean to let self-consciousness get in between him and his overexcited good mood 
from casting something again, trying to tell himself that he was just overly anxious and no 
one actually cared about what he was doing. But the people sitting closest to him did seem to 
be talking suspiciously quieter than usual and Tommy was sure the goosebumps on his neck 
were from their eyes on him. 


He quickly brushed it aside when Tubbo returned. "I reached him!" he announced, relieved. 
"Said he got distracted." 


Quickly standing up and not keen on staying in the grand hall any longer than necessary, he 
reached in Tubbo's direction until the boy once again gave him his arm to hold on to. The 
material of his jacket was rough under his fingers. 


"Let's quickly get him something to eat. I told him to stay exactly where he is and that we'll 
pick him up on our way back," Tubbo explained. "He also agreed to the sleepover as long as 
everyone else is okay with it." 


Tommy nodded seriously. "They better fucking be." 


Despite their underlying worry, Ranboo was waiting exactly where they told Tubbo they 
would be, Michael happily squealing in their arms. Next to Tommy, Tubbo sighed in relief at 
the sight before skipping ahead to shake Ranboo by his shoulders for missing yet another 
meal before ushering all of them through the hallways of the dormitories back to their room. 


Freddy, who was eating some convenience store sushi on his bed while watching some 
livestream on his laptop, didn't mind Ranboo sleeping over and Eryn wasn't back on campus 
yet, so they were already pushing one of the armchairs against Tubbo's bed like last time 
when Ranboo, uncharacteristically blunt, stated he still hadn't been able to reach his parents. 


Everyone froze in their spots as silence settled over the room. 


"They.." Tubbo started after a couple of seconds, clearing his throat. "They're fine. You just 
have terrible timing, Boo." 


The fact that the silence became even more stifling spoke of how no one was quite as 
confident that that was true anymore. 


A terrifying thought came to Tommy's mind. 
He pulled his knees to his chest, Michael right next to him. "Say, are they.. magicians?" 
Ranboo hesitated. "Well, one of them is." 


"Did she go to Winterleigh Academy?" Tommy asked, swallowing thickly. He could hear his 
heartbeat pounding in his ears. 


Suddenly he was too cold. 


Maybe Kristin and Tommy were actually the lucky ones. 
The ones who got away with their lives. 


His parents were targets. 


Maybe his friend's parents were as well— 


"Uh, no," Ranboo said, pulling Tommy from the sudden freezing dread he felt. "She went to a 
college for magic protection in the US. She only moved here around ten years ago to live 
with my other mum." 


"Huh," Tommy replied dumbly, adrenaline crashing as quickly as it came. He felt nauseous. 
"Oh. Oh, that's good then, isn't it..?" 


"Yes." Tubbo moved to his side, carefully picking up Michael. "If your parents don't have any 
connection to our school, except for you, of course, it doesn't have anything to do with these 
disappearances happening." He paused. "Right?" 


Tommy nodded, swallowing. "I think so." 


"So, they're definitely fine! I'm sure," Tubbo repeated with more conviction now. "Maybe 
there's a power outage, or they lost their phones or went on a trip or something!" 


Ranboo stayed quiet. 
Tommy wished he could see their expression. 


"If—" Tubbo started again after the silence stretched. "If you can't reach them by tomorrow, 
maybe we could inform Miss Puffy about it. She could probably get someone to visit your 
house and tell your parents to pick up your fucking calls, y'know? Make sure they're alright." 


"I— I don't really wanna bother—" 


"King, you're an anxious kid whose parents haven't been returning your calls without a word 
of warning for at least a whole day. Even if you're living on school grounds anyway, if there 
is one thing an adult isn't gonna be bothered by, it's that." Tubbo huffed. "And Miss Puffy is 
nice." 


"But maybe you're right, it's nothing and I'm freaking out for no reason. I hope I'm freaking 
out for no reason!" 


Tommy blew out a breath. "Then everyone would be relieved to know for sure. Like, 
seriously, man, I had a full-on panic attack last week because I thought something could have 
happened to my dad and he didn't even ghost me. I'll be happy to hear your parents are okay 
because I know worrying about this shit fucking sucks." 


Ranboo made a noise in the back of their throat that sounded like a mix of a suppressed 
complaint or whine. Then they sighed. "Okay. Okay. Good. Um—" The desk chair creaked as 
they sat down. They were probably way more drained by the day's events than they let on so 
far. Maybe that was the real reason they so easily agreed to sleeping over again. The 
‘comfortable’ sleeping arrangement couldn't be it. "I'll try calling them again tomorrow and— 
and tell Miss Puffy about it if, y'know. things don't, uh, look good.." 


And that was it. 


They all spent the rest of the evening trying to distract each other by chatting, listening to 
music and watching a couple episodes of a show Ranboo liked. Watching, for Tommy, meant 
listening to the dialogues and trying to imagine what exactly was happening between the 
sentences based on context clues and the others in the room occasionally interrupting the 
show to loudly explain or describe the most important parts. 


Tommy didn't hate watching something this way as much as he thought he would. It was 
actually pretty fun. 


It still wasn't able to shake the lingering anxiety that thinking about Ranboo's parents caused 
him, however. 


And when they all eventually went to bed (after Eryn and Oni, way past curfew finally 
arrived back on campus, dropped their bag on the floor and immediately fell into bed, barely 
even acknowledging anyone else in the room), Tommy lay awake for a long time, trying to 
convince himself that everything was going to be okay. That everyone's families were safe. 


Ranboo's parents had nothing to do with the academy, he reminded himself. They were fine. 
They were fine. 


Definitely. 


He really didn't want anyone to lose their parents. 


Late at night, he fell asleep thinking about his mother, her gentle touch, loud laughter and 
warm embraces. 


He missed her a lot. 


He squinted into the darkness, rubbing at his eyes, as he sat up in the bed. 
The ground was shaking. 


With a quick move of his hand, a bluish light appeared right in front of him, bright enough to 
make him flinch unexpectedly. He turned his head, eyes and his left hand finding the wall 
right next to him instead. 


The rough, dark stone was blurry, but cold underneath his touch. 


The ground was shaking. 


Still shaking. 
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They overslept. 


Somehow not even one of the five boys sleeping in the room had remembered setting an 
alarm the night before and, exhausted as they were, the sound of the clock tower's bells 
calling for breakfast was not enough to rouse them. It was less than ten minutes before the 
start of class that Ranboo, nudged awake by an increasingly hungry Michael, basically fell 
over himself to wake everyone else as quickly as possible. 


Chaos followed. 


In the frenzy of nearly falling out of bed, pulling on his school uniform, dodging everyone 
else running between the closet and bathroom, yelling for someone to grab him his 
toothbrush and feeding Shroud, Tommy didn't even really register he was able to see again 
before he and Tubbo were already sneaking into their basic spells class, trying to not make 
their professor notice they were being late. 


Obviously, it didn't work. So after being chewed out in front of the entire class (that Tubbo 
took the brunt of), getting extra assignments to do alongside their already extensive amount 
of homework, and Tommy's underlying anxiety, fueled by the previous evening and a night of 
restless sleep, hitting him all at once, the two of them sat stiffly in their seats for the rest of 
class, the only one moving being Shroud carefully climbing from one of Tommy's hands to 
the other where they were tightly clenched in the fabric of his pants. 


Part of him wished he had just skipped and blamed missing class on his eyes again but the 
thought of subjecting Tubbo to their teacher on his own made his stomach churn just as much 
if not more. God, the thought of having to retake this class by himself next semester made 
Tommy want to drop out. 


While their professor's back was turned to them, Tubbo carefully nudged his side, pulling 
Tommy from his thoughts. His friend vaguely gestured at his own eyes, raising a questioning 
eyebrow. Tommy forcibly unclenched his hands, realizing only now how much they were 
shaking. He cursed the fact he didn't have time to cast a spell before class to release the 
magic energy fluctuating nervously in his limbs. Still he raised one hand for a thumbs-up to 
let Tubbo know his eyes at least were fine. 


And they were. As much as they felt sore and Tommy was certain he was developing a 
massive headache (though because of the curse on his eyes or from anxiety he wasn't too 
sure), with his glasses he could see enough to, at the very least, copy notes off of Tubbo's if 
the writing at the front of the room was too small to make out. The overcast sky kept the 
room dim enough to not have to squint against any painful brightness either. 


Tubbo tilted his head and mimicked a small bottle, giving Tommy a deadpan look when he, 
with a sheepish shake of his head, admitted he didn’t take his meds in the chaos of getting 
ready. It explained his headache at least. "I'll go take them before my next class," he 
whispered apologetically. 


"You better," Tubbo responded, both of them immediately shutting their mouths again when 
their professor turned in their direction with a dark look that Tommy could practically feel 
crawling under his skin. 


They didn't dare utter another word until the bell finally released the class and had relief 
washing over them much more violently than probably appropriate (reminding Tommy way 
too much of distant memories of the feeling when tense foster parents finally left for work or 
that one time his social worker revealed she had been able to find his favorite plushie despite 
the couple he had been staying with until the week before claiming they had thrown it away). 


He could admit his reaction probably wasn't too healthy. 


Was there any way Miss Puffy would be able to somehow not have him have to take basic 
spells again even if he failed the exam? Or maybe he could suggest for the school to hire 
someone else who could teach it to make it more bearable. If not for him, maybe for future 
generations? 


If they did, Tommy could become a hero — a myth that students would talk about for many, 
many years to come, thankful that he, oh so graciously, prevented them from having the same 
cruel fate of being at the mercy of some asshole teacher. He nodded to himself. He should 
totally do that— 


"Tommy, your meds." 
He hadn't realized they had already left the classroom. "Huh?" 


Tubbo moved in front of him. The boy looked horrible. His skin was pale and the messy hair 
falling over his eyes did nothing to hide the bags framing them. Tommy apparently wasn't the 
only one who had been unable to sleep well. 


"Go grab your shit and I'll get us some breakfast in the meantime, alright? You look like 
you're gonna topple over any minute." 


"Speak for yourself, dude," Tommy uttered in response but nodded nonetheless. "Meet back 
here?" 


Tubbo just shortly jerked his head before the two separated. 


Pulling his bag properly over his shoulders and making sure Shroud was secured in his hands, 
Tommy began jogging through the winding hallways of the school building and through the 
nearest door outside. A gust of cold wind hit him, making Tommy flinch despite himself. He 
hurriedly crossed the courtyard, dodging some puddles and a couple of students quickly 
flying by on their brooms (even though that most certainly wasn't allowed anywhere outside 
of the garden and sport areas), and fled into the comfortable warmth of the dormitories. 


It was fairly empty here, most students probably spending the break in between classes at 
their desks or in a common room, trying to finish assignments just in time, rather than sitting 
around by the dorm entrance. Either way, Tommy spotted a couple people on their phones, 
more asleep than awake, as he passed by and started his climb up the spiral staircase to his 
room. The flames of the candles illuminating the steps flickered as he walked by, his left 
hand gripping the railing tightly. He remembered all too well how it felt to slip. 


He was slightly winded by the time he reached the correct floor but still quickly walked down 
the hallways, past doors behind which he could hear the occasional pop song and laughter of 
students that, for reasons unfathomable to Tommy, were up early even when they skipped 
classes. He stopped in front of his dorm room, hesitating shortly before pulling the handle. 


As always, it opened without a problem and Tommy sighed in relief. He had also forgotten 
both his phone and keys in the room and really didn't feel like using magic just to get inside 
quickly, regardless of how his body craved the release of energy. He needed to stay careful, 
just in case something went wrong, and not do anything stupid in his hurry. That was how 
things typically got messed up after all. 


Entering the room, he found it in the same disarray the boys had left it nearly two hours ago 
and cautiously skipped over a hoodie and pair of shoes to his bedside where he jumped once 
to grab his phone from the closet. Tommy totally didn't hit his knuckles against the edge of 
the closet door in the process, nope . 


He looked around for a moment, trying to spot his meds in the room, when his phone 
suddenly lit up to show he had unread messages. 


With an unconscious swipe of his thumb, he unlocked it and glanced at the screen, his 
medication immediately forgotten when he saw he had two texts from Techno. He had sent 
them late in the evening, after Tommy had already been attempting to sleep. 


‘Sorry about that’ 


‘But to be fair, I didn't know you haven't told Dad about your eyes, so this one's kinda on you 
as well..' 


Cold spread in his chest. 


Grasping his phone tightly, he clicked the other texts. Messages from his father. 


T just talked to Techno and he mentioned a couple of things I'd like to talk to you about, 
Tommy.’ 


And then just about 3 hours ago, ‘Call me when you have some free time today. During lunch 
maybe? Have a good day in class! I love you.' 


Oh, he was so screwed. 
Phil was not supposed to know about his flare-ups. 


Tommy had kept it from him for a reason, had lied to his face for nearly two weeks straight 
just to make sure he didn't know how much his son fucked up. So he didn't worry about him. 
So he would be able to focus on Kristin, make sure she recovered, and not overwork himself 
in the process either. And now all that had been for nothing just because Techno — 


He bit his lip. 


How much had his brother told exactly? If Phil knew about his eyes, what else did he know? 
Normally, Tommy would count on his brothers to at least partially cover for him but he knew 
very well this situation was different, even if he still felt a bit betrayed. 


Techno wouldn't lie if it was about Tommy's health. Not if Tommy couldn't see. Not if 
Tommy had panic attacks. Not if Tommy zoned out for minutes at a time. Not if he messed 
up his whole body by not using his magic. 


Not to Phil. 


Shroud climbed on the shaking phone screen as if to tell Tommy to stop freaking out, to take 
a deep breath and stop looking at the messages. To focus on him and his calming presence 
alone. 


"This is so fucked up," Tommy said instead, running one hand through his hair, feet moving 
on their own as he began pacing in the small space. "If I tell Dad that I didn't talk with him 
about everything going on because he was already worried enough about Mum, he'll just 
blame himself! And if I don't tell him that, he'll think I don't trust him or am doing this shit on 
purpose or something, and he'll feel just as bad but also will never fucking believe me again 
when I say I'm fine!" He paused in his step. "What if Techno told him about Wilbur ignoring 
me? If— if he gets in trouble because of that, Wilbur's just gonna hate me even more!" He 
groaned, letting himself fall back on the armchair Ranboo had been sleeping on. 


He really needed to take his meds and head back before Tubbo started to wonder what was 
taking him so long. He couldn't afford to make his friend worry about him with everything 


else that was going on. Tubbo was stressed out enough and Tommy just needed to get a grip, 
okay? 


There was no reason to worry about Tommy anyway. Neither for Tubbo nor Phil. Because he 
was fine. He was! 


Tommy took a deep breath, unblinkingly watching Shroud's careful movements on his hands 
until his eyes began burning. He opened his messages again. 


Not knowing what to say but well aware he shouldn't leave his dad on read right now, he sent 
back a simple thumbs-up emoji before he could overthink it too much and locked his phone 
again, quickly letting it disappear in the back pocket of his pants. 


"Guess I know what I'll be doing during lunch later, huh?" he muttered in Shroud's direction, 
standing up. After a moment, he spotted his meds on the windowsill and dropped both a 
couple of his painkillers and, reluctantly, energy replenishers in his mouth, hopelessly failing 
at swallowing them dry. Instead, he choked, coughed and quickly grabbed a water bottle from 
a pack under one of the desks and took a swig. 


"Don't look at me like that, Shroud. I am suffering here, okay?" he hissed between choughs. 
The spider stayed silent. 

"Okay, okay. Let's—" Another deep breath and cough, "Let's head back now? Get some 
breakfast? And you little shit better be prepared for one and a half hours of English literature 
torture." 


Silence. 


"Anything's better than basic spells, though, you're right." 


A couple minutes later, Tommy returned to an impatiently pacing Tubbo who gave him a 
suspicious once over and pressed a sandwich and juice box into his hands. Before he could 
leave to make sure, Ranboo, sitting in their shared classroom a floor above Tommy’s, was 
eating as well, Tommy let him know he would be late for lunch because he needed to call his 
Dad. Tubbo's eyes narrowed in concern but he nodded, wished him good luck and 
disappeared down the hallways without pressing for more information. 


Tommy was thankful. 
He let Shroud climb into his hair and bit into his sandwich, making his way to class. 


It didn’t really taste like anything. 


English class passed in a blur, increasingly shaky hands automatically writing down notes 
and messily highlighting everything that his teachers said would be especially important for 
the exam only seven days away now, but Tommy's mind wasn't in it and the words his teacher 
said meant nothing to him. His thoughts kept flickering over to his phone sitting heavy in his 
pocket and what he could possibly tell his Dad to not make him feel guilty or worry while 
also making Tommy's decisions seem as reasonable and mature as they totally were. 


And so before he knew it, he was outside again, unsure if his body was shaking from the cold 
wind, anxiety, or the pent-up magic bubbling like hot magma within him. 


The crowd was loudly talking and laughing as people made their way to the grand hall for 
lunch, only some small groups remaining where they stood, pushing each other lightheartedly 
with familiars jumping between their legs. They seemed unbothered by the threat of 
incoming rain. 


Tommy bit the nail of his thumb, contemplating. He needed a place where he could be alone 
to cast some magic without putting anyone in danger and somewhere he could freak out in 
peace before calling Phil. He really didn't need to give anyone even more gossip material 
about him. 


Swallowing back his anxiety, he made his way across the courtyard, past the dormitories and 
to the back entrance of the campus. He crossed the invisible border out into the forest before 
he could hesitate. 


Leaves rustled loudly in the wind. 


Tommy pulled his shoulders up against the breeze as he walked down the cracked stone path 
in between old trees and wild shrubs. Momentarily, he was surprised at the amount of brown 
leaves under his shoes. 


When exactly had the trees started changing colors? 


While Shroud moved in his hair, tugging on strands while doing so, Tommy focused on how 
quiet it was here in comparison to the busy hallways and courtyards of school. Apart from his 
own footsteps, the leaves in the wind and the occasional bird calling out from the treetops, it 
was silent. Somehow it was just in between wrapping him in the warm comfort of knowing 
there were no eyes on him here and that he wouldn't be able to hurt anyone accidentally, and 
harshly unsettling. 


He hadn't left campus by himself ever since returning to Winterleigh. 


He had been alone on campus but there were always people somewhere around him. People 
he could hear. People who could hear him if he called out. It was never really quiet 
surrounded by so many students living all around him. And the two times he left school 
grounds, he had friends or his brother with him the entire time. He simply hadn't been by 
himself like this in a while. 


He wasn't sure if he liked it or not. 


Tommy passed a small brick building, some old thing with a singular broken window on one 
side and a double locked rusty metal door on the front that stood at a junction connecting the 
path he was on, one to the left leading up to another part of school and the sport fields, and a 
third one that brought one further into the forest for a while and eventually into town. Tubbo 
once mentioned it was an old maintenance building for a long abandoned subway tunnel 
underneath the area and, while he was unsure how his friend knew that, Tommy really 
couldn't refute the claim. 


Leaving the building behind, he followed the path that led him further into the forest for a 
couple more minutes. The smell of trees and rain grew stronger with every step. 


At a certain spot, he stopped and pushed his glasses up to rub hands over his aching eyes for 
a moment, relishing in how it momentarily elevated the pressure in his head, before letting 
them drop again. After a second of looking around, he spotted the narrow trail in between 
two tall bushes which he knew he would have missed if he didn't exactly know what he was 
searching for. 


"Okay, be careful now, Shroud," he said, raising one hand to his hair to shield the spider from 
any stray branches, and the other in front of his face, as he pushed himself through the spiky 
shrubs. Luckily, he didn't get stuck on anything. His uniform already had too many small 
holes in it. 


On the other side of the bushes, the trail continued down a small hill and, after passing a 
couple of trees and climbing over a tree trunk crossing his path, Tommy saw the pond 
Ranboo had mentioned the previous day. The one most students have heard of but few ever 
checked out despite various rumors that the water was somehow enchanted. 


And while the water glistened much brighter in the light of the clearing than the clouded sky 
would make one believe is possible, the surrounding hazel trees covering the surface of the 
water with yellow leaves and spider-like blossoms was what really made this place into 
something of a magical oasis hidden from the rest of the world. At least that was what 
Techno said when he first showed this spot to Wilbur and Tommy when they were all visiting 
him for a parents-teacher conference a couple years ago. Wilbur had only complained that he 
didn't bring his guitar and Tommy nearly fell into the pond trying to capture a bunch of 
tadpoles in Techno's water bottle, much to his brother's chagrin. It had been fun. 


Tommy now sat down on a mossy stone underneath one of the trees, loosely pulling one of 
his knees to his chest. He didn't feel quite as cold anymore, the wind not reaching him in the 
cover of the trees. He still should have brought a jacket, though. 


He smirked when he felt Shroud move and helped him to climb on one the trees’ branched 
where the spider excitedly disappeared in the mix of dark spots on bright blossoms. "Don't 
climb too high up, King. We don't want a repeat of the last time we had to fight some huge 
ass bird off of you, do we?" 


After a minute of watching his familiar to make sure he was safe enough for the moment, he 
pulled his gaze away and looked back to the pond, eyeing the nearly still surface. 


Concentrating on the soothing feeling of Shroud's aura nearby, he licked his lips and raised 
his right hand. 


"Springende is þe spryt of water." 


In a rush of warm energy, his magic released from his fingertips and, in the same moment, 
the water of the pond moved, creating ripples on the surface as a hand-sized ball of water 
lifted with the direction of Tommy's hand. Leaves and blossoms were caught in the middle, 
flowing in the moving liquid nearly as if it were a snow globe. 


He held the ball of water in the air for a minute, blocking out everything around him as he 
concentrated on nothing but maintaining the spell and moving it carefully over the surface of 
the water underneath. His magic pulsated like a low hum in his chest. He couldn't tear his 
eyes away. 


It was mesmerizing. 


A sudden noise right next to him pulled him from his mind with a startled yelp, Tommy 
nearly falling off of the stone he was sitting on as the ball of water lost its form and, with a 
splash, fell back into the pond. Some droplets reached Tommy but he didn't even notice as he 
stared at the squirrel that, upon seeing him fall, turned back and jumped along the edge of the 
clearing before climbing up a tree and disappearing between the branches. 


Tommy clenched a hand in his sweater. "Fucking hell.." 


He stood up, brushing down his pants with trembling fingers. Frustratingly, despite how good 
using his magic felt — how warm and comforting — his chest now felt just as tight as it did 
the entire morning. Anxiety clawed at his ribs all over again. 


He swallowed and pulled his phone from his back pocket. 


For a long moment, he contemplated just chugging the device into the pond or making up a 
different excuse to not be able to call his father. Maybe he could say he got detention or that 
Tubbo blew up their room. Someone could have stolen his phone! Or maybe— 


He clicked his dad's contact, dialed the number and pressed the phone to his ear before he 
could chicken out. 


His stomach hurt. 


Steady beeping filled his mind, each sound making his breath catch painfully in his throat. 
His feet started moving, pacing in small circles. 
He ran a hand through his hair. 


The beeping continued. 


And continued. 


And continued. 


And Phil didn't pick up. 


Tommy stopped in his tracks, staring at the phone screen in confusion when the call didn't go 
through. 


He called again. 


Phil didn't pick up this time either. 


"All this stress and now he is the one not picking up?" he uttered to himself, biting the nail of 
his thumb anxiously. "Should I try again or wait until he calls back? I can't very well wait 
here for the entire lunch break.. well, I guess I could but—" 


The phone flashed suddenly. 
A melody cut the quiet of the forest, Phil's name spreading across the screen. 
Tommy nearly dropped it in his hurry to accept the call. "Dad?" 


There was noise on the other side of the call, people talking — shouting even. Then, "Hey, 
Tommy. Hi, sorry, I was— I am— uh—" 


His father sounded stressed, short of breath. Tommy furrowed his brow, something heavy 
settling in his chest. "What? What's going on? Where are you?" 


Phil was quiet for a second. Another person said something distantly. There wasn't the 
familiar caw of Phil's familiar Tommy was used to. "At the hospital." 


Tommy choked on the harsh breath he took. 


The hospital was usually quiet, sterile, eerie. Kristin's room even more so, filled with nothing 
but whispered words and the scent of incense. The only reason for there to be such a 
commotion, for Phil to sound this stressed and distracted, was if something bad had 
happened. 


Something happened. 
"What?" Tommy choked out. "Because of Mum? Did something—" 


"She'll be fine, Tommy," he said quickly. Too quickly. "Tom, listen—" 


"No, what's going on? I need to, I need—" 


More noise. Then suddenly, he could hear Wilbur's voice. "Dad, they're asking for you. You 
need to get in here and help! I can't do shit!" 


"I'll be there in a second, Wil," Phil responded sharply. 
"Dad! " 
"Wilbur, it's Tommy! Give me one second, will you?" 


"Fucking— Sure, whatever!" Wilbur sounded bitter, frustrated. After weeks of not hearing 
his brother's voice apart from the recorded songs on his phone, hearing him like this sent a 
full-body shudder through Tommy. "Because you haven't been leaving me alone with this 
whole shit for weeks already, yeah?" 


"You know that's not—" 
"Forget it." 


No one said anything for a couple seconds. Wilbur must have left again. Tommy took a 
stuttering breath. "Dad?" 


"Sorry about that, Tommy. Today has been.. tense." 


The boy nodded even though his father couldn't see it anyway. "I don't wanna keep you from 
anything important, especially not if— if it's about Mum..? You should go do whatever you 
need to help with, right?" 


"I will. It's okay. Just listen to me for a moment, okay? I'll make it quick." 
Tommy swallowed. 


"You know what this is about, don't you? Techno told me you've been having a much harder 
time with everything than you were willing to admit. And I don't blame you for not wanting 
to talk to me about it—" 


" 


Tommy grimaced. "Dad, that's— 


"but, much more importantly right now, you should have told me that you've been having 
these episodes where you were unable to see because of the curse! This is important, Tommy. 
I need to know when your health declines like that, especially after everything that 
happened." 


"It's not that big of a deal.." 


"Techno told me how unresponsive you were when it happened this weekend. He was 
seriously worried about it so, of course, he assumed I would've been informed about it but 
you never even mentioned your eyes getting worse at all." 


"I— I just did some stupid stuff that triggered it," Tommy said, whispering more than 
anything else. He absentmindedly kicked at the leaves under his shoes. "But I talked about it 
with our nurse and am trying to not have that happen again. It's just flare-ups, Dad. It's really 
not that bad." 


The following silence sounded a lot like Phil wanted to argue. A sigh. "I'm just worried about 
you, okay? I don't want you to be hurt or scared, Tom. And after the trauma of the attack, I 
can't even imagine how.." His voice trailed off. 


Tommy clenched his unoccupied hand, nails digging into his skin. He tried not to remember 
how he felt when his eyesight just disappeared out of nowhere and how it sent him back to 
the exact moment he woke up back in the park, surrounded by darkness and cold air and the 
fear of being watched. Of his mother being gone — 


"I'm not a child—" 
"You're 14, Tommy." 


"__and I'm not alone. Tubbo is keeping an eye on me pretty much 24/7 and Sam — you 
remember Sam, right? Our security guard? — already helped me a lot. Techno has as well. I 
didn't—" Tommy bit his lip. "I didn't want you to worry or feel bad. I promise I'm taking care 
of myself. I really am trying." 


"I'll always worry about you. You're my boy after all," Phil said softly, barely audible over 
the background noise. "But if you say you're okay and have people looking out for you, I 
trust you, alright? But please, Tommy, you've got to tell me if things change regarding your 
health. I'm being serious. This isn't something you can just disregard." 


Suddenly, Wilbur's voice returned, loud and furious. "Fucking hell, Phil!" 
Tommy flinched. He never heard him call their dad by his first name before. 
"Tommy, I gotta leave. We're gonna talk about this more some other time, yeah?" 
"Yeah, okay." Tommy took a deep breath. "Mum will be fine, right?" 

"Of course, I promise. I promise. Don't worry." 

Tommy nodded to himself, biting his lip. "Okay. Love you, Dad." 


"I love you too, Tom. Please take care. Talk to your brother about anything you don't want to 
talk to me about, yeah?" 


Tommy hummed something like an agreement and the call ended. He lowered the phone, 
staring at the screen until it turned black. 


His eyes were stinging. 


Something was happening at the hospital. Something was wrong with his mum. Something 
was happening right now. At the very same second he was standing under witch hazel trees in 


front of a glistening pond in the woods, Wilbur was standing by their mother's side, stressed, 
worried, panicking because something happened and it scared him and it scared Phil and it 
scared Tommy and he wouldn't have even known about it if he hadn't called right then. He 
shuddered. 


What if she was dying right in this moment? 


He shook his head, trying to dissipate the thought as he pushed his phone back into his 
pocket. "If she was—" He turned away from the pond. "If it was really that bad, Dad wouldn't 
have stayed on the phone with me. It's fine. Wilbur is probably just.. dramatic." 


Tommy moved, trying to push away the thought that Wilbur had every right to worry. That he 
was already bad at dealing with Kristin being in this state in the first place. That it was really 
Tommy's fault this was happening. That Tommy was the reason Wilbur and Phil were now 
arguing as well apparently. He caused the venom in Wilbur's voice. 


Still, it did nothing to stop him from missing his brother. 


With a low groan, he rubbed his hands over his face. "Dickhead," he cursed under his breath. 
He didn't want to think about this any longer. 


Kristin would be fine. She would recover well and their family would be okay. Phil would 
make sure of it. 


And then maybe if it was clear that Tommy didn't kill their mother, Wilbur wouldn't despise 
him anymore either. 


Reaching out with a trembling hand to where Shroud was watching from a branch in between 
the yellow blossoms, he let his familiar climb back on his arm, a wave of comfort 
immediately rushing through him. "Mum will be fine," he said, trying to pour as much 
conviction as possible into his words as he quickly plucked some blossoms and pushed them 
into the same pocket his phone was in. "Let's head back, yeah? Maybe we can still grab 
lunch." 


The thought of food actually made his stomach turn painfully but Tommy ignored it. 


With the spider climbing over his shoulders and neck, Tommy made his way back up the way 
he came, leaving the pond and the blooming bushes behind as he maneuvered through the 
trees and bushes until he was back on the stone path. Rain, more mist than solid droplets, hit 
his skin. He turned in the direction of the incline, the clock tower visible through the canopy 
signaling the way back to school. 


He just began his walk when Tommy realized there was another person walking in the same 
direction, 40 yards in front of him. They were wearing a dark coat but, even as he squinted, 
he couldn't recognize anything else from the distance. He rubbed at his eyes as he followed. 


After a minute of quietly walking behind them, Tommy started to feel awkward. Maybe he 
should just stop and wait for a couple minutes so, if the person noticed him, they wouldn't 
think he was intentionally following them. They were in a forest after all. You really 
shouldn't follow after people in a forest. That was kinda weird. 


Even so, they passed the small maintenance building again, the person unfortunately 
continuing to take the same path as Tommy. However, he noticed suddenly that he caught up 
enough to be able to recognize red embroidery on the back of the coat and hood covering 
them. 


Huh. 


Wasn't that the same coat Sam's 'old friend' had been wearing when Tommy accompanied 
Ranboo and Tubbo to detention and they nearly ran into each other? Runes and red flowers? 


Was he back to visit Sam again? Or the sons they were told he had? 


Tommy furrowed his brow, faltering in his step momentarily. If the person in front of him 
wasn't a student or teacher like he originally assumed, why then were they taking this path to 
the school? 


The back entrances were reserved for only students and permanent staff members of the 
academy. They were made so they could enter and leave through the barrier whenever they 
wanted during the day. 


Everyone else however, including parents, needed to use the main entrance and get registered 
by Sam each time they arrived to be able to enter. They wouldn't be able to get in at any other 
entrance. It was an important security measure, Sam had told him every time Tommy had 
complained about the detour he had to take when he wanted to go for walks with his parents 
when they had visited. 


The man in front of him had got to know that, right? 
Tommy was contemplating calling out so he could prevent him from ultimately walking right 
into the invisible barrier but before he could come to a decision, the man reached the 


entrance, raising one hand in front of him as he walked. 


A small sound like crunching glass could be heard as he swiftly walked through where 
Tommy knew the barrier was without so much as slowing down. 


And Tommy froze in his step. 


That— 
That shouldn't be possible. 


Right? 


Unsure, he continued, entering the campus behind the man. He could ever so barely feel the 
presence of the barrier as he passed through. It was like nothing happened. His heart was 
racing. "What the.." 


He's got to be missing something here, right? There was no way this person just broke 
through one of the most secure barriers in existence like it was nothing. There was no way. 


Maybe he had some special permission. He was friends with Sam after all. It would make 
sense for him to have easier access if he came by regularly. That seemed logical, didn't it? 
That had to be the reason— 


The barrier audibly cracked. 


Even if Sam trusted him — even if there hadn't been such a tension between them last week 
— this still didn't make any sense. It didn't fee/ like this was supposed to happen. 


He was so confused. 


Tommy watched the man disappear around a building and picked up the pace, curious — 
anxious — to see where he was heading. Despite his hope that he was walking into the 
direction of Sam's office or workshop and all of this would somehow make sense, when 
Tommy turned the corner, he just about saw the man enter the dormitories instead. 


The dorms where Tommy and his friends lived. Where they slept. Where he didn't bother to 
lock his room. 


Where Sam promised he was safe. 
"Tommy?" 


The boy pulled his eyes away from the entrance, seeing Sam hurry in his direction. Tommy 
just pointed towards the building. "He just.. entered?" 


Sam reached him, eyeing him carefully for a moment before his eyes flickered to the building 
and back. "What?" 


"That guy! Your friend?" Tommy said quickly, breath uneven. He was dizzy. "He just walked 
through the barrier and walked straight into the dorms! Why— How—" He looked at Sam, 
meeting his eyes. "I thought no one could enter here without your permission." 


Concern shifted to confusion on the older's face. "My friend? Who—" 


"The one from the other day! Black coat with red flowers and shit on it!" He threw his hands 
up. "You've got to believe me, Sam!" 


"Wait, Bad is here? In the dorms? My scanners just showed me a minor discrepancy I didn't 
—" His hand was suddenly on Tommy's shoulder. His face was much more serious now. The 
boy gulped. "You're fine. Something must have short circuited there for a moment but you're 


safe, okay? I'll deal with this real quick and see how Bad could just enter like this and why. 
But there is nothing for you to worry about." 


"But I thought your system didn't make any errors like that! You always told me!" Tommy 
asked, incredulous. Cold spread in his chest. The hand slipped from his shoulder. 


"Just give me a moment, I promise, it's nothing." 


Tommy thought people should probably stop promising him things constantly. It was only a 
matter of time that someone wouldn't be able to keep them anymore. 


Meeting Sam's earnest eyes, he nodded anyway. He trusted Sam. He was safety and warmth 
after all. Safety. "Okay." 


"Go wait in the grand hall for the time being, okay?" Sam told him, waiting for the moment 
Tommy nodded reluctantly, before turning and, with large steps, walking towards the dorm. 
He materialized some sort of screen in his hands and vanished through the tall entrance door. 


"Okay. Okay, yeah," Tommy mumbled to himself, nodding his head. He crossed his arms in 
front of his chest, hugging himself tightly in a useless attempt to keep from shaking quite as 
heavily as he did. "This is fine. Sam's on it. Sam knows what he's doing. He—" 


He said no one could get on school grounds without his knowledge. 
He bit the inside of his cheek. Pain pounded heavy behind his eyes. "He's dealing with it." 


Shroud's legs were suddenly on his forehead, making him realize how the rain had picked up, 
wet strands of hair falling into his face now. He tried to concentrate on his familiar's energy 
and the cold prickle of water soaking into his clothes. It did nothing to calm him. 


He turned to cross the eerily empty courtyard to the grand hall. He should find Tubbo and tell 
him about what happened and the phone call with his Dad. Maybe force himself to at least 
drink some juice for lunch and hope it'll do something to soothe his headache and the 
churning pain in his chest. Something to keep him from throwing up. 


His feet didn't move in the correct direction, though, and shortly after, Tommy found himself 
crouching on one of the nearby benches of the plaza, close enough to see the entrance way 
but far enough to not feel sick at the proximity of whatever the fuck was going on inside the 
building. He bit the nail of his thumb as he tried to only focus on the door and not on how he 
got colder with every passing second or the image of ice hitting him and his mother, his hand 
stuck— 


His skin was raw from absentmindedly scratching his scars by the time the door was pushed 
open from the inside. Tommy startled, straightening up the second he saw Sam walk out. 
Close behind him was the Headmistress Eret, talking animatedly with widely moving arms. 
And then, next to Miss Puffy, was Ranboo. 


Tommy frowned. Why was he there? Where did the man in the black coat go? 


Within a moment, he was up and running towards them, arriving just when the Headmistress 
motioned for a grim-looking Sam to follow her. Seeing him coming, Sam stopped in his 
tracks, though and before Tommy could ask what happened, the guard took a step towards 
him. "Are you really sure it was Bad? The same person you saw at my workshop last week?" 


Everyone turned to him, noticing his presence only now. Ranboo made a confused noise at 
the sight of his friend. Tommy shifted under their eyes, suddenly feeling exposed. 


"Um, yes? I mean—" Tommy grimaced. "I didn't see his face so it could have been someone 
else but it was the same coat, I'm sure! I recognized it immediately. I guess there could be 
multiple of them but.." He shrugged stiffly. "Did you— did you not find him?" 


"The person is gone, don't worry," Sam said curtly, throwing a glance at Ranboo. Giving 
Tommy, what was probably supposed to be, a reassuring nod but felt off in the moment, he 
turned and continued following the headmaster, their blue cloak flowing behind them through 
the rain. 


"Did you see him as well?" Ranboo asked next to him, making Tommy look back at him and 
Miss Puffy, eyeing his friend up and down for any indication of him being hurt but thankfully 
finding nothing. He was wearing his usual brown school uniform and black scarf. Only his 
mask was missing. He has Michael in his arms. The piglet was moving uneasily. 


"Huh? Oh yeah, I— I saw him enter. I didn't.." He swallowed, glancing between his friend 
and the teacher. "What happened?" 


Ranboo pulled Michael higher up in his arms, frowning in concentration. "Nothing 
happened..?" he said, unsure. "I was just on the way to my room to grab a textbook and this 
guy suddenly just walked up to me, talking gibberish. I— I don't know." 


Miss Puffy put a hand on the boy's arm. "Come on, let's get you two out of the rain and to my 
office first." 


Tommy watched Ranboo's face while they walked. "That was all? Then where did he 
disappear off to?" 


"I'm not sure. Like, I was so confused because I didn't understand what he was saying and 
asked him to repeat it but then Sam was already there and the guy was just gone." 


"Gone?" 


Ranboo nodded. "He was there and then suddenly there was no trace of him. Sam checked 
and said he disappeared off of the campus again. It was so fast I can't even really remember 
what he looked like." 


Tommy stayed quiet for a moment, thinking. He met Puffy's eyes. "What's gonna happen 
now?" 


"I just want to go over what exactly occurred with Ranboo in a bit more detail so I can write 
it down. Everything regarding how this could have happened in the first place is to be 


discussed between Sam and Eret," she replied, eyeing Tommy carefully. "Are you okay, 
though, Tommy?" 


The boy made a surprised noise in the back of his throat. "Wha— What?" 


"You're soaked and shaking again," Ranboo said in her stead, voice low as they hid their face 
in the scarf. 


Tommy squirmed, bowing his head. "Weird lunch break." 
They left it at that. 


The bell announced the end of the break when they reached the office and, for a moment, 
Tommy feared that Miss Puffy would tell him to go to class but she just gave him a small 
smile, created a small and warm ball of light that hovered around him close enough to warm 
him up and start drying his clothes, and told him to please wait there until Ranboo was done. 


When Ranboo left the office again, 15 minutes later, Michael was deep asleep in his arms and 
both Tommy and Tubbo, who, upon start of class realized that neither of his friends were 
where they were supposed to be, slipped out and followed the compass to Tommy's location, 
greeted him in the hallway. 


Reluctant to go back to the dorms or common rooms in the same building, the group found 
themselves in the library once again, Tubbo asking the same questions Tommy had already 
wondered before over and over again, the answers not satisfying him in the slightest. 


"And you're really sure you don't know him? You've never seen him before we met him at 
Sam's?" 


"I couldn't even tell you if it was the same person! I don't know who he is, I'm serious." 
Tubbo huffed, frustrated. 


Anxiously scratching the palms of his hands under the table, Tommy leaned forward. His 
fingers were numb and staticy. 


He was still trembling. 


"The fact he could just come through the barrier is worrying as well, though," Ranboo said, 
sighing tiredly, fingers tapping on the table surface in front of them. "It's so weird." 


"I'm sure it's just because he's been here before. Maybe Sam forgot to reactivate the barrier 
for him or something," Tubbo replied easily. "I don't know how his system works but there's 
bound to be bugs somewhere, considering Sam built the whole security system from the 
ground up by himself. And now he'll probably overhaul the whole thing anyway. I wouldn't 
worry about it too much, guys." 


"This isn't a computer program." 


"Magic, technology, same thing," the boy said with a dismissive wave of his hand. Tommy 
had the strong suspicion Tubbo wasn't actually as nonchalant about the threat of the security 
system failing as he was trying to portray for the sole sake of keeping Tommy from panicking 
any further. "I'm more curious about why, if it really was the guy Tommy thinks it was, a 
friend of Sam's and father of some students would be acting like this? Like, there's got to be a 
reason, you know? He probably lost the privilege to visit his children on campus ever again. 
And what for? To say cryptic shit to a random kid who doesn't even understand any of it?" 


Ranboo grimaced. "I wish I knew." 


The three were silent for a while, the rain rhythmically hitting the tall window creating the 
only noise to fill the nearly entirely empty library since most students were still in class. It 
was unnerving. 


This whole day had been unnerving. 


Tommy hadn't even told his friends about the call with his dad yet. And neither had he sent a 
message to Phil to ask if everything was alright at the hospital now. He really hoped things 
turned out fine. 


He blinked. "By the way, Ranboo," he began, glancing at the boy, "did you try to call your 
parents again? Were you able to reach them?" 


Ranboo looked up from where his eyes had traveled to the chair next to him to watch 
Michael sleep, a distant look on his face. "My parents?" He furrowed his brow. 


"You wanted to try to reach them again today because you couldn't over the weekend," Tubbo 
reminded them with a careful nudge to the side. "Did you?" 


Ranboo tilted their head slightly, staring at the table. Their face twisted in concentration. "My 
parents?" Then, suddenly, their face lit up and they nodded enthusiastically. "Yes, yes, of 
course, I called them. Everything's fine." 


A stone Tommy didn't know had been pressing on his chest for the last day fell off at the 
words. 


"You talked to them?" Tubbo asked. "Did they explain why they didn't pick up?" 


Ranboo pursed his lips for a moment. "Yes, Mum said she's sorry but apparently they told me 
they were on a trip over the weekend and would barely have any reception." Ranboo smiled 
sheepishly, rubbing his neck."Sorry for freaking out. I should have written it down." 


"Damn, you really had me worried there, Boo," Tubbo said with a sigh, putting his head on 
the table. "But I'm glad your parents are fine." 


"Yeah, me too." 


Tommy agreed. After all the shit that happened today, at least Ranboo's mums were fine. 


They were safe. 
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